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The  Song  of  the  Sea 

Amy  Riley 

I've  boarded  a  ship, 

Not  of  wood,  but  of  words. 

It's  poems  I  seek 

And  I  won't  be  deterred. 

I'll  seek  out  my  muse 
From  wherever  she  hides, 
If  sunken  below, 
Or  washed  up  in  tides. 

I'll  set  out  alone, 
Simply  the  sea  and  I. 
I'll  question  the  waves 
And  wait  for  a  reply. 

I've  readied  my  ship, 
I've  left  nothing  behind. 
If  only  I  could 
Do  the  same  with  my  mind. 

I  don't  feel  prepared 
For  the  challenge  I've  faced, 
But  I  can't  change  my  plans 
Or  they'll  all  go  to  waste. 

The  bottle's  now  broke 
On  the  glistening  prow. 
The  voyage  begins, 
So  what  do  I  do  now? 

I  try  to  set  sail, 
I  try  to  be  profound 
But  each  turn  I  take 
Seems  to  run  me  aground. 

My  sails  have  gone  still 
And  I  haven't  an  oar. 


My  trip  can't  be  through 
Without  leaving  the  shore. 

I  finally  drift 
On  the  tiniest  breeze, 
And  hope  that  the  words 
Will  come  out  of  the  seas. 

I  sail  out  beyond 

All  the  surf  and  the  sand. 

I  start  to  gain  speed 

And  lose  sight  of  the  land. 

I  bring  in  my  sails 

As  I  sit  back  to  think, 

And  just  as  I  do, 

My  ship's  starting  to  sink. 

Should  I  try  to  bail  out, 
Or  abandon  my  ship? 
Oh,  why  do  I  try 
While  I'm  so  ill-equipped? 

I  search  for  the  leak, 

And  make  sure 

that  it's  patched. 

I  look  up  to  find 

That  my  sail  has  detached. 

I  haven't  a  poem, 
And  I  haven't  a  prayer. 
I  cry  out  to  the  sea, 
But  it  hasn't  a  care. 

So  slowly  I  drift 

And  so  slow  sets  the  sun. 

I  sail  off  to  sleep, 

And  still  words,  I  have  none. 


I  slip  from  a  dream 
of  elaborate  verse, 
And  wake  up  to  find 
My  conditions  is  worse. 

I  can't  find  my  course, 
I've  become  lost  at  sea. 
The  stars  overhead 
Are  of  no  use  to  me. 

The  creatures  of  myth 
That  the  stars  imitate 
Have  taken  new  forms 
That  I  can't  separate. 

If  the  sea  has  a  song, 
It's  a  funeral  hymn, 
Sung  by  me  now, 
Whe'er  I  sink  or  I  swim. 

"This  fate  is  unfair," 
To  the  heavens  I  cry, 
To  come  out  so  far 
Just  to  drift  and  then  die. 

But  just  as  I  sigh, 

And  lose  all  thoughts 

of  home, 

I  look  back  to  find 

That  I've  written  a  poem! 
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A  mi  Abuela 
(To  my  Grandmother) 

Berta  Arias 
(Faculty) 

Don't  be  afraid  for  me  now. 
Not  now.  Not  you. 

Don't  be  afraid  for  me  now 

When  generations  of  our  women 

Are  screaming  in  me 

To  look  Life  in  the  eye. 

"Si  yo  no  hubiera  tenido  cuatro  ninos 

chiquitos  cuando  tu  abuela 

me  hizo  aquello.  .  ."  * 

Don't  be  afraid  for  me  now 
When  I  tell  you, 
My  back  to  tradition, 
I'm  going  it  alone. 

Not  for  God's  will  of  widowhood, 
Nor  the  helplessness  of  abandonment, 
But  my  will  of  completeness. 

"Con  87  anos,  si  aprendiera  a  manejar, 
a  donde  no  iria."  ** 

Still  seeing  through  young  eyes. 
"There's  nothing  you  can't  do. 
Always  listen  to  your  heart 
And  leap  if  it  feels  right." 
I  grew  from  your  strength. 

Look  at  me  for  what  I  am, 

For  what  I  learned  to  be  by  your  side. 

Generations  of  "ifs" 

Come  to  fruition. 


Don't  be  afraid  for  me  now. 


Don't  be  afraid  for  me  now. 


*  "If  I  hadn  't  had  four  small  children  when  your  grandfather  did  that  to 

me.  .  .  " 

**"At  87  years  of  age,  if  I  learned  how  to  drive,  where  I  wouldn  't  go. " 


The  Wallet 

Albert  Bancroft 

Black  genuine  cowhide  gold  symbol 

rubbed  off 
"Department  of  the  Army"  open  it  up 

a  military  ID 
And  me  smiling  back  at  you 
Driver's  license  and  me  sitting 

crooked  smiling  back 
Student  ID  still  crooked  and  sitting 

and  smiling 
"This  guy  can  legally  own  firearms! 

He  can't  even  sit  straight!" 
An  Army  driver's  license:  sex,  weight, 

height,  hair  color 
Eye  color  repeated  over  and  over 

and  never  the  same 
Account  numbers,  phonecard, 

Walden  Books  card 
Picture  of  the  girl  I  love 

when  she  was  just  a  girl 
American  League  Division  series  game  5 

and  "What  a  game!" 
Twenty  bucks 

a  blood/alcohol  card  that  tells  me  when 
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I'm  drunk- which  is  most  of  the  time 
Bank  card,  VISA  card, 

and  old  movie  ticket  for  "The  Postman" 
"II  Postino"  that  makes  me  think 

of  her  beauty  and  how  smart. 
She  is  and  my  wallet  so  full, 

My  life  so  empty. 


Unit  141-A7 

Miguel  Barron 

Unit  141 -A7  fell  into  place  in  the  line  of 
marching  war  machines.  Fluid  dripped  from 
the  ruined  remains  of  his  right  arm  and  steam 
hissed  from  a  rent  in  his  chest  armor.  Internal 
repairs  were  being  performed  by  damage  con- 
trol systems. 

Human  technicians  poured  from  the  armored 
support  vehicle  that  followed  the  Units  into 
battle.  Each  human  had  a  designated  Unit  to 
repair  and  maintain.  Unit  141A7  detected  the 
approach  of  his  designated  technician.  She  car- 
ried a  portable  repair  kit  and  an  energy  cable 
that  snaked  back  to  the  support  vehicle.  She 
ran  up  and  gave  him  a  visual  check. 

"Unit  141,  run  a  systems  check  and  report." 
She  had  opened  up  the  tool  kit  and  had  taken 
out  a  tube  of  mending  solution.  She  hastily 
undid  the  cap  and  rubbed  the  solution  over  the 
stump  of  the  arm. 

"Artificial  intelligence  system  is  damaged. 
Hydraulic  system  is  undamaged.  Right  upper 
appendage  is  unoperational.  Over  all  efficiency 
is  at  89%." 


The  mending  solution  dried  and  formed  a 
seal  over  the  damaged  arm.  Maggie  inspected 
the  rent  in  his  chest  armor  but  refrained  from 
applying  any  solution. 

While  Maggie  performed  quick  and  haphaz- 
ard repairs,  Unit  141-A7  scanned  the  horizon. 
He  filtered  out  the  noise  of  the  support  vehicle's 
engine  and  the  heavy  metallic  tread  of  all  the 
Units.  Audio  sensors  detected  a  subsonic  hum 
from  the  north. 

A  loud  hum  filled  the  air  as  the  Units  acti- 
vated their  weapons  systems.  At  the  sound  of 
the  activating  weapons  systems  the  humans 
dropped  their  tools  and  ran  for  cover  in  the 
support  vehicle.  Maggie  patted  Unit  141-A7 
on  the  shoulder  before  running  to  join  the  oth- 
ers. 

The  roar  became  louder  and  a  small  speck 
became  visible  in  the  sky.  Visual  sensors  mag- 
nified the  distant  object  and  brought  it  into  fo- 
cus. It  was  a  Eurasian  bomber.  Flashes  of  light 
erupted  from  the  front  of  the  craft. 

Armor  piercing  bullets  screeched  all  around 
the  motionless  Units.  The  Unit  directly  to  the 
right  of  Unit  141-A7  crumpled  to  the  ground 
as  a  bullet  punctured  its  head.  The  hum  from 
the  guns  of  the  Units  became  louder  and  louder 
until  it  seemed  to  shake  the  ground.  Shells 
traced  lines  of  light  across  the  sky  as  the  Units 
returned  fire.  The  tracers  arched  toward  the  fast 
approaching  bomber.  The  plane  began  to 
crumble  as  shells  ripped  it  apart. 

The  Units  turned  west  again  and  continued 
their  march,  as  the  remains  of  the  bomber 
burned  in  the  atmosphere.  A  human  male  ran 
from  the  opening  blast  door  of  the  support  ve- 
hicle and  knelt  before  the  Unit  that  had  been 
rendered  inactive  by  the  attack.  Maggie  ran  up 
to  Unit  141-A7  and  let  out  a  long  breath  when 
she  saw  that  he  was  undamaged. 

"Air  force  must  have  missed  one,  huh?" 


WORDEATER  -  103 


Maggie  said  as  she  retrieved  the  repair  kit  and 
resumed  work. 

"That  is  a  logical  explanation."  Unit  141- 
A7  scanned  the  horizon  for  anymore  intrud- 
ers. 

The  buildings  and  hangars  that  formed  the 
eastern-most  United  American  defense  instal- 
lation came  into  view  once  the  Units  crossed 
the  Appalachians.  A  helicopter  lifted  from  a 
helipad  located  at  the  base  and  flew  toward  the 
marching  units  and  their  support  vehicle. 

"Good  to  be  home  again."  Maggie  walked 
beside  him.  All  along  the  line  most  of  the  tech- 
nicians walked  with  their  Units,  although  they 
could  easily  ride  in  the  support  vehicle. 

The  helicopter  was  close  enough  that  even 
the  humans  could  detect  the  whir  of  the  heli- 
copters rotor  blades. 

"Smile  for  the  camera,  Unit  141-A7." 
Maggie  waved  at  the  helicopter. 

The  helicopter  circled  the  marching  line  once 
and  then  headed  back  toward  the  base. 

"I  think  the  army  needs  to  hire  a  better  wel- 
coming committee."  Maggie  wiped  the  sweat 
from  her  brow  and  took  off  the  jacket  she  wore 
over  the  technician's  jumpsuit.  The  technicians 
had  to  keep  a  quick  pace  to  keep  up  to  the  long 
strides  of  the  Units. 

Out  of  a  hundred  Units  sent  on  the  offen- 
sive against  the  Eurasian  army  that  had  landed 
on  the  coast  of  what  had  been  the  state  of  Vir- 
ginia only  twenty-three  returned.  Losses  among 
the  technicians  had  also  been  high  as  they  rou- 
tinely put  themselves  under  fire  in  order  to  help 
their  charges.  Maggie  had  run  into  the  battle- 
field, while  shells  burst  nearby,  to  reattach  wir- 
ing that  had  been  shaken  loose  by  the  direct  hit 
to  his  chest. 

Heavy  trucks  left  the  base  and  drove  toward 
the  units.  Base  personnel  watched  from  the 
practice  fields.  The  trucks  came  to  a  stop  in 


front  of  the  line  and  opened  the  doors  of  their 
trailers.  Unit  141-A7  headed  to  the  nearest 
truck  and  stepped  inside.  Maggie  watched  him 
walk  in  and  then  left  for  the  support  vehicle. 
Unit  141-A7's  radar  detected  her  leave. 

Unit  141-A7  stood  in  one  of  the  designated 
repair  pods,  while  small  reaper  droid  cut  the 
remnant  of  Unit  141-A7's  arm  from  his  body 
and  carried  it  toward  a  nearby  waste  bin. 
Maggie  stood  outside  of  the  glass  window  of 
the  pod,  her  hand  pressed  against  the  glass. 

Unit  141-A7  noted  the  creases  around  her 
eyes.  Memory  banks  noted  that  Maggie  was 
almost  always  smiling.  Her  short  brown  hair 
hung  limply  across  her  forehead.  Her  eyes 
shone  when  she  saw  him  move  his  arm. 

Unit  141-A7  slowly  raised  his  hand  and 
pressed  it  against  the  spot  where  Maggie's  arm 
rested.  A  shocked  look  crossed  Maggie's  face. 
She  stepped  away  from  the  glass,  her  eyes  wide, 
and  ran  from  the  room.  Unit  141-A7  turned 
his  head  and  watched  her  leave. 

The  small  reaper  droid  hovered  before  the 
rent  in  Unit  141-A7's  chest  plate  and  extended 
a  small  welding  torch.  Sparks  flew  and  the 
metal  of  Unit  141-A7's  chest  plate  began  to 
grow  red. 

Radar  sensors  were  busy  tracking  the  move- 
ments of  a  unique  infrared  image. 

Unit  141-A7  went  into  cold  sleep  the  next 
day,  in  order  to  allow  on  board  systems  to  re- 
cover from  the  stress  of  the  last  mission.  Hy- 
draulic systems  lost  pressure  and  Unit  141-A7's 
arms  fell  limply  to  his  sides.  A  small  spark  was 
always  left  active  in  a  sleeping  Unit  so  that 
activation  could  be  immediate. 

The  spark  in  Unit  141-A7's  central  computer 
was  of  Maggie.  She  stood  in  a  field  of  explo- 
sions, a  calm  smile  on  her  face.  Her  hair  flowed 
like  silk  in  the  wind.  With  the  wind  came  a 


<» 
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sound.  A  low  roar  that  Unit  141-A7  found  fa- 
miliar. Amplifying  audio  sensors  picked  up  an 
approaching  Eurasian  bomber.  The  front  of  the 
plane  flashed  in  multiple  colors.  Maggie  smiled 
broadly  as  the  slugs  entered  her  body.  Unit  141- 
A7  watched  her  crumple  to  the  ground.  He  ut- 
tered a  single  word. 
"Maggie." 

Warning  sirens  rung  shrilly  throughout  the 
base,  a  small  surge  of  electricity  pumped 
through  Unit  141-A7's  body  as  he  was  reacti- 
vated. 

"All  Units  arm  your  weapons  and  fight  the 
enemy  where  found."  The  speaker  system  de- 
generated into  warbling  crackles. 

All  the  Units  in  the  cold  sleep  pods  stirred 
and  left  the  repair  units.  The  doors  to  the  han- 
gar were  malfunctioning  and  wouldn't  open. 
Unit  141-A7  raised  his  cannon  and  fired  a 
round  into  the  metal  door.  He  stepped  through 
the  gaping  hole  and  headed  for  the  personnel 
apartments. 

Explosions  shook  the  ground  knocking  run- 
ning personnel  off  their  feet.  Eurasian  infan- 
try, in  the  gray  uniforms  of  their  army,  fired  at 
the  retreating  humans.  The  Units  charged  their 
weapons  and  fired  at  the  surprised  Eurasian 
soldiers. 

Unit  141-A7  ignored  the  firefight,  contra- 
dicting his  programming.  Bullets  whizzed  past 
him  occasionally  striking  his  armor  with  no 
effect.  There  were  bodies  littered  all  over  the 
field,  both  personnel  and  soldiers. 

The  base  helicopter  whirled  in  the  sky  fir- 
ing rockets  at  pockets  of  Eurasian  soldiers.  It 
turned  and  flew  to  the  other  side  of  the  base, 
scraping  the  ground  as  it  went. 

Unit  141-A7  found  the  apartment  complex 
under  siege  by  a  group  of  Eurasians  and  a  tank. 
The  Unit's  armored  support  vehicle  was  a  burn- 


ing wreck  barring  the  front  doors  of  the  base. 
The  soldiers  turned  at  the  sound  of  Unit  141- 
A7's  heavy  tread.  They  raised  their  weapons, 
but  before  they  could  fire  Unit  141-A7  mowed 
them  down  with  the  Gatling  gun.  He  walked 
up  to  the  tank  and  fired  a  shell  point  blank  into 
the  cock-pit. 

Unit  141-A7  crawled  over  the  burning  sup- 
port vehicle  and  entered  the  building.  Twelve 
technicians  were  crouched  on  the  floor,  rifles 
in  hand,  watching  the  entrance.  They  cheered 
when  they  saw  Unit  141-A7  enter  the  build- 
ing. 

"Where  is  Technician  Maggie?"  Unit  141- 
A7  asked. 

The  technicians  exchanged  looks.  Units 
didn't  ask  questions. 

"She  was  the  first  to  lead  the  resistance,"  a 
gray  haired  technician  replied. 

"Where  is  she?"  Unit  141-A7  punctuated  the 
question  by  raising  the  arm  that  held  the  can- 
non. 

"The  wounded  are  in  the  next  room."  The 
technician  huddled  into  the  corner. 

Unit  141-A7  left  the  technicians  to  guard  the 
doorway.  The  adjacent  room  was  filled  with 
wounded  men  and  women.  Infrared  radar  de- 
tected heat  source  he  recognized  as  Maggie. 
The  heat  source  was  weak. 

Unit  141-A7  zeroed  in  on  the  table  that  held 
Maggie.  Her  face  was  pale  and  a  long  gash  ran 
along  her  right  cheek.  She  had  been  there  for 
him,  but  he  had  failed  her. 

"Maggie."  Unit  141-A7  said  as  softly  as  his 
metallic  voice  would  let  him. 

Her  eyes  opened  weakly,  but  widened  when 
she  saw  him. 

"You  came."  she  said  softly. 

A  blood  soaked  blanket  covered  her  body 
but  Unit  141-A7  could  see  the  wound  clearly. 
Unit  141-A7  placed  a  metal  hand  lightly  on 
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Maggie's  forehead. 

"Thank  you,  Maggie,  for  saving  me." 

She  smiled  through  the  pain  that  racked  her 
body.  It  was  a  smile  that  Unit  141A7  would 
remember  forever. 

She  slipped  into  unconsciousness.  Unit  141- 
A7  stroked  her  hair  before  leaving  the  room. 
He  passed  by  the  frightened  technicians  and 
the  burning  wreck  of  the  support  vehicle.  The 
base  was  quiet  except  for  the  loud  footfalls  of 
the  Units.  They  wandered  the  field,  searching 
for  enemies. 

Unit  141-A7  left  the  ruins  of  the  base  and 
the  other  units  to  their  work.  He  looked  toward 
the  distant  mountain  range,  remembering 
Maggie's  light  banter.  He  left  the  base  and 
headed  east  toward  the  enemy  and  the  cause 
that  Maggie  had  been  fighting  for. 


Trembles 

Ken  Biggs 

How  long 

will  we  stand  there 

lying  naked 

on  the  mirror 

with  our  lipstick  dreams 

and 

wishing-well  eyes 

waiting  in  the  arms 

of  time 

for  looking  glass  rainbows 

to  magically  appear.  .  . 


I've  stood  in  the  doorway 
of  another  land 
perched  with  the  parched 
on  a  stairwell 
with  the  damned 
wandering  a  path  to  nowhere 
I  sat  with  the  tattered 
and  bled  with  the  shattered 
in  a  world  which  begged 
to  be  shammed.  . . 

We  are  but  reflections 

of  shadows 

propelled  from  the  earth 

toward  the  light 

cast  over  the  anthills  of  meekness 

marooned  in  hollows 

where  everyone  follows 

the  fools 

from  the  left 

and  the  right.  .  . 


Sojourner 

Ken  Biggs 

Rainbow  colored  butterfly; 

gentle  music  echoes 

from  your  wings.  .  . 

having  grown 

and  escaped  from  the  darkness; 

sharing  the  magic 

your  heart  and  soul  brings.  .  . 
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Your  spirit  floats 

Day  Drabs 

over  mountaintops, 

Sally  Biggs 

rides  each  wave  in  from  the  sea.  .  . 

echoes  across, 

The  scowls  down  in  angry  frown 

where  once  stood  loss, 

revealing  stark  cold  stares 

surrounding  and  filling  me.  .  . 

Bright  grin  of  sun  begins  to  fade 

appalled  by  such  behavior 

Watching  you  dance 

The  face  of  day  now  dark  and  grim 

in  a  cool  morning  breeze, 

looks  up  to  question  why 

pirouette  'cross  petal  and  stem.  .  . 

Voice  from  the  sky  makes  meek  reply 

I'll  remember  forever, 

"It's  been  a  bad  air  day." 

our  moment  together; 

hoping  you'll  pass  by  again.  .  . 

LIMERICK 

Sally  Biggs 

Lost 

Ken  Biggs 

There  once  was  a  dog  named  Rover 

who  liked  to  play  in  the  clover 

Sorrow  weeps, 

got  stung  by  a  bee 

sitting  at  the  window 

he  didn't  see 

staring  vacantly 

now  he  can't  even  roll  over 

back  from  the  glass 

hollow  torment 

fills  the  silence 

of  words  and  echoed  laughter 

forever  past 

shattered 

scattered 

WINTER  INTERLUDE 

dreams  of  time 

Sally  Biggs 

yet  to  be 

now  all  lost 

Snow  adorns  evergreens  in 

a  horrific  cost 

iced  gingerbread  white 

I  look, 

Stillness  surrounds  as  powdered 

but  my  eyes  do  not  see.  .  . 

flakes  come  sifting  down 
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Birds  shelter  in  spreading  bowers 
watching  the  view  magically  alter 
Ground  vanishes  to  slumber 
snuggling  beneath  a  downy  quilt 
Colors  fade  to  one  pure  shade 
that  glitter  and  sparkle  in  light 
Air  that  was  cold  breathes  a  sign 
changing  the  air  to  balmy 
Trees  and  bushes  cloaked  in  fleece 
act  as  sentinels  keeping  watch 
Afternoon  shadows  tinged  in  blue 
race  away  chased  into  pools  of  gray 
Creatures  in  hiding  peek  about 
deciding  its  safe  to  come  out  and  play 
Sun  looks  down  in  one  last  smile 
just  before  retiring  from  the  day 


CLOSED 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

Two  different  worlds, 

riding  on  the  same  path, 

To  a  new  life, 

Both  reaching  out  for  comfort, 

A  feeling, 

The  feeling  of  love. 

A  train 

Windows  filled  with  stars, 
People  filled  with  music, 
from  another  land. 
Germany  sang  with  violins 
That  I  didn't  hear. 
I  felt  the  music. 
I  saw  the  strings. 


The  smiles, 

The  couples, 

The  love. 

Trying  to  hear  the  good-bye. 

Straining  my  ears,  so  I  didn't  hear, 

The  voice,  next  to  me. 

I  laughed  with  him. 

I  saw  his  smile. 

But  I  didn't  hear. 

I  was  listening  to  someone  else. 

Someone  too  many  miles  away. 

Tears  were  behind  my  eyes. 

I  lost  too  much  to  hear, 

Hear  him. 

But  maybe  the  good-bye  was  never  felt. 

It  was  never  seen. 

Never  experienced. 

I  didn't  remember  it  spoken. 

Except  by  lying  lips, 

My  lips. 

Trying  to  hold  on  to  something  I  once 

denied. 

Something  slipping, 

fading, 

Yet  so  strong, 

so  much  there. 

Haunting  me, 

Hurting  me, 

Tripping  me, 

Silently. 

The  traveler  still  searched  in  my  eyes. 

Searching  for  something  empty. 

Something  he  could  fill. 

I  kept  it  from  him. 

I  thought  it  was  filled. 

Waiting  for  more. 

Blind. 

Closed. 
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Untitled 

Living 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

Breathe 

Though  the  sky  is  dark  and  gray.  .  . 

Taste 

I  feel  it  is  green  and  orange  and  pink. 

Learn 

Stop 

Though  the  rain  is  falling  down  on  me 

Speak 

I  feel  the  summers  sweet  breeze. 

Listen 

Connect 

Yet,  it  is  so  very  cold.  .  . 

Live 

The  warmth  around  me  keeps  me. 

Breathe: 

The  wind  of  all  our  lands. 

The  tides  they  turn  and  push  me.  .  . 

They  possess  the  beginnings 

But  the  water  cools  and  cleans  me. 

and  fill  the  heart. 

When  others  shatter  my  windows.  . 

Taste: 

The  differences  of  our  families. 
We  spice  the  lives  of  each-other. 

The  glass  can  give  me  a  rainbow. 
My  pen  runs  dry.  .  . 

Touch: 

One  another  without  eyes 
or  words. 

But  my  thoughts  fill  the  sky. 

Forgetting  all  but  love. 

They  tell  me  I  may  be  frozen.  .  . 
But  if  this  place  of  warmth  is  cold, 

Speak: 

Not  with  your  mouth 
but  with  your  voice. 

let  me  stay  awhile. 

The  inner  words  aching 
to  be  expressed. 

Learn: 

The  fruits  of  life. 

Fresh,  rotten,  to  the  heart. 

Listen: 

To  the  lesson  of  the  leaves. 

Tequila  Sun 

In  our  hands  they  die, 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

in  the  wind  they  thrive. 

On  a  dark  road, 

Paved  with  salvation. 

I  had  a  mirror-ball  spinning  in  my  head. 

I  looked  into  the  sky, 

I  looked  into  his  eyes, 
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and  saw, 

In  a  cat's  meow  she  is  on  the  prowl.  .  . 

my  own  soul. 

And  the  summer  breeze  carries 

It  said, 

too  much  heat  to  handle. 

One  more  day  of  smelling  the  roses, 

She's  spinning 

One  last  hour  of  love. 

She's  spinning 

The  tequila  sun  is  rising, 

She's  spinning,  in  a  summer  storm.  .  . 

and  the  speed  is  surprising, 

The  currents  of  water, 

but  I  can't  seem  to  get  quite  enough. 

The  broken  glass, 

The  beginning, 

I've  taken  chances, 

and  ending, 

I've  taken  railways, 

and  a  crooked  mask.  .  . 

I've  run  up  bills  for  this  intoxicating  ride. 

And  what  she  wants.  .  . 

I  am  a  passenger  in  a  one  way  theater, 

What  she  wants.  .  . 

My  spirit,  my  solution,  at  my  side. 

A  tiger's  stripes  are  on  the  bag 

she  carries  through  the  town.  .  . 

Unfeeling  but  heavenly, 

Her  claws  have  reached  the  tops  of  trees 

I  live  with  it  foolishly, 

But  who  will  get  her  down? 

Its  never  forgetting  to  embrace  me. 

And  I  wonder  in  this  compromise, 

did  I  jeopardize, 

My  freedom, 

My  real  freedom. 

I  heard, 

One  more  day  of  smelling  the  roses, 

One  last  kiss  good-bye, 

The  tequila  sun  is  rising, 

and  the  speed  is  surprising, 

But  I  can't  seem  to  forget  this  high. 

Lit 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

Love  is  a  candle, 

Where  the  wax  won't  melt, 

And  the  wick  won't  burn, 

But  the  fire  glows  warm. 

Summer  Storm 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

A  blue  ribbon  is  tied  around  her  waist. 

It  is  the  wind  that  chased. 

And  an  alley  cat's  sigh  follows  her  down. 
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unchannels  of 

Jason  Braasch  (Alumni) 


shaking  and  baking  these  situational 

self-portraits 
looking  for  my  lookingglassself 
to  reshelve  'til  the  next  time  you  offer 
as  long  as  there  is  a  next  time 
and  again  you  offer 
as  we  fan  this  feigning  of  reason, 
we're  closer  and  closer 

to  taking  something  apart 
dissecting  each  memory  (for  what  it's  worth) 
with  an  archetypal  static  stance 
a  definite  portrayal  of  ground  zero 

common  sensuality 
while  others  are  stuck 

on  honeysuckle  cozydreams, 
we're  broadening  each  embedded  standstill 
with  crisply  calm  white  noise  lullabies 
leaving  a  space  to  shape 
and  a  time  to  spend  on  these  unchannels  of 


There's  landmines  in  goldmines 

Jason  Braasch  (Alumni) 

I  had  a  mind  to  tell  you 
what's  mine  is  yours 
and  yours&mine  were  gold. 
We  were  making  good  time 

'til  tremors  told  us- 
we'd  been  setting  landmines, 
-too  fast  for  modern  technology 
and  too  slow  for  bedside  citizens. 


These  were  of  the  final  days; 
nights  were  of  the  finer  stays 
of  moonshine  and 
your  hand  in  mine. 

Well  polished  goldhearts 

while   gradually    setting   off 
landmines 

-all  in  good  time- 

my  dearest  dear, 

we  were  making  good  times. 


[thinking  still] 

Jason  Braasch  (Alumni) 

but  we've  witnessed  dawns 

and  counted  stars  'til  a  sun 
made  it's  return 
backdropsmade  pleasant  by  an 

Unmovedmoverofanysorts 
making  figure8s  on  backsofnecks 
[thinking  still] 
about  direction  and  an  ongoinglist 

of  statusquotes 
ringing  true  every  promise  evermade 
compiling  faith  in  ourselves 

and  our  ability  to 
shinelikestars 
from  where  I'm  standing 
,upon  viewing  where  you're  standing, 
celesstiality  is  still  a  possibility 
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Visiting  the  City 

Sam  Burke  (Alumni) 

to  the  art  institute  we  went 

for  the  Japanese  architecture  exhibit 

they  showed  us  libraries,  prisons, 

public  schools, 
their  curvatures  and  lines  arranged 

like  lilies  and  gnarled  junipers 
against  black  ocean  polished  rock  gardens, 
then  past  Tibetan  statues 

and  into  Native  America 
to  Van-Gogh's  self-portrait 
I  had  hoped  these  things  might  stir 
but  anxious  for  your  cigarette 

we  exited  to  the  courtyard 
where  you  puffed  anxiously  concerned 

about  the  nature 
of  my  consciousness,  or  what  sort 

of  lunatic  I  might  be 

we  walked  up  to  the  blues  bar 

where  we  sat  in  usual  debate 

you  said,  "I  like  this  place  because  it 

has  art",  admiring  the  impressionist  doodle 

of  black,  red  and  white  brush  strokes 

and  portraits  of  great  musicians 

I  said  "art?  -  what  about  the  exhibition 

along  our  walk." 
the  con-man  you  saw  whistling 
cabs  for  tourist  for  cash, 
in  the  pigeon's  dodging  feet 

and  pecking  crumbs, 
a  beggar  with  an  empty  coffee  cup, 
the  band  you  heard  but  could  not  see 

behind  the  bus 
when  it  pulled  from  the  stop. 
There  was  music 

in  one  man  with  instruments  singing 
chimes  on  his  feet 
and  a  drum  on  his  back 


Flirting  with  the  Witches 

Sam  Burke  (Alumni) 

at  the  bar  I  sit  near  a  witch 

she  doesn't  know  I  know 

she  asks  what  I  think  of  the 

books  of  Black  magic 

and  their  subscribers 

I  tell  her  they  are  comic  book  readings; 

she  says  'and  the  devil?' 

I  say  he's  a  prop  and 

his  servants  stagehands, 

mere  theatrics  all  around  us 

I  watch  her  tail  go  low  between 
her  legs,  and  see  her  canines  show, 
deep  into  those  hollow  black  eyes  again 
I  see  the  egocentric  is  eternal  hell. 
We  argue  and  rebut  politics  and  reality 
and  I  dismember  all  her  positions 
then  dismember  all  mine  too 
in  circles  to  show  the  illusion, 
I  tell  her  time  and  time  again, 
and  let  her  black  eyes  enter  mine 
to  view  every  inch  of  my  soul 
and  do  not  fear  showing  myself, 
I've  looked  into  those  hollow 

black  eyes  before 
in  the  night  she  leaves  murderers 
hiding  behind  trees  for  me 
ready  to  kill 

and  I  walk  past  them  casually 
ready  for  death  to  return, 
a  pigeon  pecking  crumbs 
or  an  acrobatic  sparrow, 
so  I  give  her  my  flesh 
to  show  how  I'm  not  attached 
and  try  to  make  love  and  re-find  god  in  her 
but  she  is  a  rabbit-gorging  dahlia, 
I've  seen  those  black  hollows 
grow  enraged  at  me  time  after  time  and 
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jail  me  in  cold  cells  where  I  sit  cross-legged, 
those  eyes  strapped  me  to  hospital  beds 

and  injected  potions 
they've  put  me  in  Hell 
but  I  leap  out  stronger  and  stronger 
she  entices  me  to  evil, 
so  as  to  beget  and  beget  herself 
those  eyes  have  offered  me  the  crack  pipe 

in  alleyways, 
free  prostitution  in  the  ghettos, 
cocaine  from  polished  mirrors, 
easy  money, 

and  I  resist  her  time  after  time 
with  a  smirk  I  try  to  make  modest 


For  Missy 

Sam  Burke  (Alumni) 

into  the  dusk  along  the  English 

channel  I  walked  many  walks 

with  the  Lab  I  loved  dearly 

she  would  take  me  often 

into  the  dusk,  she  would  slow 

the  earth- spin  for  me  a  hold  longer 

the  swirling  contrasts  of  orange,  red 

and  yellow,  she  sent  from  her  eyes, 

she  would  take  me  to  night  fishermen 

for  conversations  of  cod  and  haddock 

and  further  down  the  coast 

for  sounds  of  distant  breaking  waves 

where  the  sculpted  moon  reflected  cliffs  into 

further  abstraction,  on  top  of  ocean 


is  polishing  meramic  stones 
our  feet  rubbed  together, 

she  would  take  me  until  I  was  lost 
which  only  took  a  turning 

in  the  other  direction 
when  with  keen  sense  and  night  vision 
she  would  find  the  way  back  from  the  dark. 


Extracting  the  Whole  Root 

Sam  Burke  (Alumni) 

I  wonder  if  my  words  help 

why  else  write,  for  claps  and  limelight? 

I'd  rather  be  playing  scrabble 

not  marketing  pieces  of  well  buttered  toast. 

I  try  to  do  exactly  what  the  oracle  wishes 

I  go  to  Delphi  each  morning  upon  waking 

in  hopes  of  hearing  wisdom 

but  am  told  to  weed  the  garden  private 

and  employ  fulfilling  labors 

by  extracting  whole  root. 


15 


WOEtDEATER  -  103 


Upon  Exiting  the  Chicago  Subway 

Sam  Burke  (Alumni) 

observing  passersby  of  multiple  color 

and  culture 
I  try  to  become  submerged  in  each. 
I  go  pick  the  stamens  out  of  crocuses 
with  exploited  Mexican  immigrants 
for  the  lottery  winner's  saffron  dishes, 
until  the  pain  in  back  is  constant 
and  no  longer  felt.  Then  in  the  middle 

of  Clark 
I  see  a  bullfight,  a  Spaniard  enters 

with  barbarous  cheer; 
the  bull  comes  chasing  the  sword, 

and  after  a 
deep  bow  the  matador  leaps  from  death 

with  a  snap 
of  red  down  taut,  swirling  dust 

with  a  waltz-like 
turn  he  proceeds  with  eloquent  execution, 

but  the  bull  gores, 
and  horns  exit  flesh  with  kidneys 

on  each  end, 
a  painted-face  native  gallops  through 

with  tomahawk, 
arrows  shot  from  his  eyes  as  he  risks 

his  life  without  question 
to  retrieve  the  war-torn  bodies 

of  his  brothers  to  burn  their 
carcasses  high  in  New  Mexican  clifftops 

so  that  their  spirits  grow  stronger, 
an  Asian  backflips  into  a  samurai, 

cuts  light  air  to  pieces,  bringing 
darkness,  then  exits  up  an  alleyway 

downspout, 
a  Hindu  turns  Clark  to  dirt 

and  walks  barefoot,  starving 
but  armed  with  nonviolent  aggression 

hopes  to  change  the  course  of  the  city 


so  I  leave  and  go  back  to  being  the  janitor 
for  the  ballpark,  I  sweep  cigarette  butts  into 
my  dustbin  like  rose  petals  and  secretly  plant 
daylilies  and  hyacinths 

in  the  sidewalk  cracks 
in  my  peripheral  vision  I  see  a  Vietnamese 
Buddhist  poor  gas  over  himself 
and  ignite  the  galaxy  into  a  ten  foot  flame. 


My  Unicorn 

Melinda  Cardona 

The  intricate  weaving  of  light  spilled  warmth 
across  my  face  as  if  calling  to  me,  wanting  me 
to  come.  So  many  brilliant  colors  separate  yet 
joined  into  one  light  to  make  it  even  more  beau- 
tiful. 

"I've  always  believed  that  when  someone 
dies  a  big  beautiful  unicorn  comes  to  you  and 
carries  you  away,"  I  meekly  added  into  their 
discussion  about  death.  "I  think  unicorns  are 
the  most  majestic  things  ever."  All  the  girls 
began  to  giggle  at  me.  "I  guess  they  thought  I 
was  kidding,"  I  simply  said  to  myself  as  I 
headed  for  home. 

Now  the  light  is  coming  closer  and  growing 
brighter.  It  wants  to  pull  me  in.  I  can  feel  it. 
Whispers,  can  you  hear  the  whispers?  Speak- 
ing of  promises  about  dreams  never  to  come 
true,  only  to  seduce  me. 

"Mommy!  Mommy!  Today  some  girls  and 
I  were  talking  and  they  were  laughing  at  me 
and  um,  what  happens  when  you  die?" 
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I  remember  the  look  on  my  mother's  face. 
She  was  scared.  All  the  sunshine  I'd  always 
seen  in  her  face  suddenly  drained  away.  I 
looked  at  her  confused  not  sure  of  what  I'd  done 
wrong.  She  only  gave  me  that  look.  The  one 
when  I've  done  something  I  shouldn't  have 
done. 

"Honey,  is  that  what  you  were  talking 
about?" 

"Yep,  yep,  yep,  we  sure  were.  Mommy  is 
there  something  wrong?"  I  asked. 

"No,  darling,  I  just  think  you're  too  young 
to  be  talking  about  that." 

Now  I  remember  very  clearly  how  distraught 
my  mom  had  become.  She  didn't  know  what 
to  do  with  herself  after  that.  How  was  I  sup- 
posed to  know?  I  was  only  nine  years  old.  I 
didn't  even  know  what  I  MEANT  to  be  dead. 
She  did  it  to  me.  Damn  her.  She  kept  me  shel- 
tered all  my  life. 

Once  again  the  light,  how  beautiful.  Look 
at  the  way  the  rays  just  float  between  my  fin- 
gers. "Arise!  The  breath,  the  life  has  reached 
us.  Darkness  has  gone  away  and  light  is  com- 
ing. She  leaves  a  pathway  for  the  sun  to  travel: 
We  arrive  where  men  prolong  existence."  I 
never  really  got  much  out  of  school,  but  that 
verse,  I  don't  know,  something  about  it  just 
moved  me  so  I  memorized  it.  It's  from  a  song 
dedicated  to  a  Hindu  god.  I  know  what  that 
verse  means,  because  it  means  something  to 
me  now.  I  feel  myself  captivated  by  the  glori- 
ous light  as  I  walk  down  the  pathway. 

"Stop  it,  Mom,  just  stop  it!  I  won't  listen  to 
you  scream  at  me  anymore!"  I  slammed  the 
door  to  my  room,  but  I  could  still  hear  her 
screaming  something  from  downstairs.  It  was 
muffled,  so  I'm  not  sure  what  it  was  about.  That 
didn't  matter,  nothing  mattered. 

There's  something  blocking  out  the  miracu- 
lous light.  I  can't  see,  but  the  warmth  is  grow- 


ing. I  can  feel  love,  but  for  what  I  don't  know. 

"Mom!  You  are  driving  me  crazy!"  I  locked 
myself  in  the  bathroom  this  time.  "I'm  going 
to  do  it,"  I  said  to  myself.  The  coldness  of  the 
metal  handle  shocked  me  as  I  flung  open  the 
medicine  cabinet  door.  I  was  momentarily 
blinded  by  the  quick  flash  of  light  against  the 
metal  of  the  razor.  It  felt  of  death  and  sorrow 
not  of  love,  but  of  hate.  There  I  sat  at  the  edge 
of  the  sink.  I  can  see  myself  now,  examining 
my  life,  with  the  razor  in  one  hand,  set  upon 
the  wrist  of  the  other. 

My  life  was  hopeless.  I  felt  as  if  I  was  some- 
how clawing  myself  on  the  inside  to  break 
through  to  the  outside.  I  had  no  way  to  escape 
the  growing  mound  of  depression  that  seemed 
to  keep  expanding  in  its  knowledge  of  ways  to 
keep  me  down.  Never  to  break  free  and  expe- 
rience. To  experience  the  joys  of  life  -  to  fulfill 
my  deepest  desires.  Instead  I  remained  listlessly 
on  the  edge  of  that  sink.  Contemplating,  yes 
contemplating  what  I  had  done  to  make  my  life, 
this  ungodly  life  of  mine  -  mine?  Yes,  this  is 
how  I've  felt  everyday.  Everyday  of  my  exist- 
ence. I  have  to  find  a  way  to  break  free  from 
this  place.  My  mind  has  finally  found  its  bound- 
ary in  this  hellhole  called  my  life. 

Do  you  see  her  now?  Yes,  my  unicorn  is 
coming  for  me.  I  saw  her  when  I  first  took  the 
razor  across  my  wrist.  Her  beautiful  body  grew 
closer  with  every  swipe  on  my  skin.  Long 
strong  strides  come  to  rescue  me  as  tears  of 
joy  filled  my  eyes.  I  could  feel  the  pain  and 
ecstasy.  Deeper  and  deeper  I  cut,  and  faster  and 
faster  she  came. 

I  can  feel  the  life  leaving  me,  but  never  have 
I  ever  seen  a  more  beautiful  creature.  The  horn 
shines  with  a  brightness  all  its  own.  Different 
than  that  of  the  light  that  is  being  blocked  out 
by  the  more  perfect  body.  She  stares  at  me, 
waiting.  Waiting  for  me  to  do  something  to 
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justify  myself.  So  I  lace  my  fingers  into 

her 

Young  Love 

silky  soft  mane  and  pull  myself  upon  her  back. 

Melinda  Cardona 

She  turns  and  looks  at  me  with  a  questionable 

look.  I  nod  to  her  and  that  is  all  she  needs  to 

My  heart  and  soul, 

gallop  away.  At  this  moment  it  is  all  gone, 

my 

Have  left  with  you. 

life  -  over.  I  feel  it  spilling  out  of  me  but  being 

You  were  my  first, 

filled  with  something  I  can't  describe.  As  the 

And  now  my  last. 

light  grows  closer  and  closer,  I  feel  the  space 

Inexperienced  - 

in  me  grow  small  and  smaller,  and  I  am 

en- 

But  sure  of  feelings. 

gulfed  by  the  ecstasy  of  the  light. 

Taken  away 
By  a  costly  mistake. 
Though  you're  gone 
My  love  still  grows. 
Our  young  love, 
Is  all  I  know. 

Spring  Mornings 

Melinda  Cardona 

Frosted  glittered 

Green  blades. 

Chilled  air 

Smoky  breath. 

Footprints  imprinted 

On- 

Frosted  glittered 

Green  blades. 

Early  light 

Spring  Shower 

Warmth  increased. 

Melinda  Cardona 

No  longer 

Frosted  glittered 

Fresh  spring  day, 

Green  blades, 

All  is  new,  in  bloom. 

But  Droplets  hanging 

Sun  shining 

For  the  last  grip 

High  above  - 

Before  sucked  into 

Surpassing  sky. 

Mother  Earth. 

First  a  dribble, 

Spring  mornings- 

Then  a  drizzle, 

I  like  best. 

Now  flowing  from  the  sky! 
Sitting  on  my  window  ledge 
As  I  watch  the  gray  finger-paints 

lit 
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Blot  out  the  sun's  shine. 

As  if  to  light  up  the  desolate  night. 

Smell  of  rain 

Walking  with  such  grace  - 

Fresh, 

As  if  gliding  across  ice. 

New 

Her  spells  will  enchant  you, 

Yet  familiar  in  its  ways. 

Beauty  blinds  the  eyes. 

In  a  flash  -  the  light 

Her  voice  a  sweet  melody  - 

Streaks  from  heaven 

That  captivates  you, 

Illuminating  sky 

Until  it  is  too  late. 

Distance  - 

Not  that  it  is  bad 

RUMBLE! 

To  meet  this  young  woman. 

ROAR! 

Be  wise  when  you  meet  her, 

Echoing  through  my  ears. 

For  she  rarely  comes 

Feel  a  rush 

But  once  a  life. 

As  rain  pours 

That's  if  you  are, 

Down, 

A  lucky  one. 

Down, 

Down, 

Adrenaline  pumps 

Heartbeat  thumps 

Witnessing  this  act  of  God. 

To  be  privileged  enough, 

To  sit  and  watch 

A  most  promising  time  in  nature. 

The- 

Beauty  - 

Star 

Excitement  of  - 

Bryan  Croxen 

Glory  of  - 

A  spring  shower. 

The  brightness  of  your  life 

is  the  whole  of  your  soul 

like  a  stable  youth 

and  always  conform 

Your  life  is  so  real 

your  ways  are  clear 

Love 

if  you  take  it  forward 

Melinda  Cardona 

you  will  rule  the  world 

hair  flowing  to  the  ground, 

Now  it  comes  to  an  end 

Skin  so  soft 

the  star  has  dulled 

Pale  in  the  winter  night  - 

your  mind  is  wasted 

Eyes  that  illuminate, 

and  body  is  poisoned 

l!> 
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The  Gray  Chill 

Bryan  Croxen 

I  don't  feel  good  today 

there  are  no  good  ideas  around 

the  sky  is  a  dark  grey  in  my  mind 

winds  are  cold  and  dry 

no  one  is  real  here 

they  don't  have  ideas 

originality  is  poor 

and  the  place  is  sour 

I  feel  colder 
my  spine  has  a  chill 
no  warmth  in  sight 
just  a  sick  soul 
there  is  no  one 
there  is  no  one 
but  the  puppeteer 


New  Value 

Bryan  Croxen 

There's  no  limit  to  the  price  we  pay 
for  the  crime  of  dignity 
A  rule  of  judgement  must  be  obeyed 
Our  old  values  have  gone  into  the  fog 
The  New  Values  will  take  over 

An  old  person  lies  to  the  persuader 
for  the  advantage  of  their  power 
Their  judgement  will  be  controlled 


Our  old  values  have  gone  into  the  fog 
The  New  Values  will  take  over 

A  group  of  girls  are  joy  to  the  boys 
they  want  to  have  their  feelings 
Soon  they  will  get  what  they  want 
Our  old  values  have  gone  into  the  fog 
The  New  Values  will  take  over 

To  understand  a  concept  of  choice 
lines  of  thought  must  be  straight 
Your  mind  is  your  guide 
Our  old  values  have  gone  into  the  fog 
The  New  Values  will  take  over 


I'd  Walk  this  Earth 

Kim  Ens in  g 

I'd  give  you  the  moon, 

I'd  give  you  every  star 
If  it  meant  that  things  could  stay 

the  way  they  are 
I'd  give  you  the  mountains, 

I'd  give  you  Earth's  green  grass 
If  it  meant  that  in  my  heart  would  be 

removed  the  deep  gash 
I'd  give  you  the  oceans,  every  river  and  lake 
If  it  meant  that  it  would  be  me 

you  could  forever  take 
I'd  walk  this  Earth  just  for  you 
If  it  meant  it  would  take  away  your  blues 
I'd  give  you  the  sky  and  all  of  Earth's  land 
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If  it  meant  we'd  walk  forever  hand  in  hand 
I'd  walk  this  Earth  through  every  valley 

and  every  street 
If  it  meant  that  our  lips  forever  would  meet 
I'd  walk  this  Earth  just  for  you 
If  it  meant  your  knowing  my  heart 

is  very  true 


Lumiere 

Michael  Fletcher 

Lightning  scratched  seconds 
burned  on  the  soul, 
black  and  white  fever 
taking  its  toll. 

Magic  time  taster, 
start,  stop  in  motion. 
Whispers  in  darkness 
its  celluloid  potion. 

Voyeur  in  the  velvet 
the  shadows  enfold. 
Watching  the  drama, 
illusions  untold. 

We  the  dreammakers 
and  indian  fakirs 
welcome  all  takers, 
prepare  for  the  show. 


Glory  of  Animation 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

God  ran  down  the  hallway 

With  neon  lights  on  his  heels 

He  had  a  dagger  in  his  palm 

Red  eyes  that  glowed  like  stars 

Chinese  carry-out  that  spilled  beneath  him 

Covering  his  feet  with  chicken  and 

Baby  corn 

A  fortune  cookie 

Some  chop-sticks,  wantons,  a  bullet. 

God  was  in  a  World  War  II  style 

Fighter  garment 

He  zipped  up  his  bomber  jacket, 

laced  his  boots 
Brushed  back  his  paintball  orange  hair 
With  his  fingers  and  said, 
"This  is  the  youth  of  the  world, 
White  and  black,  smart  and  childish, 
Odd  and  mainstream,  righteous 

and  ignorant 
Optimistic  and  cynical,  they  will  mesh, 
This  is  the  glory  of  animation." 
And  God  died 

And  all  of  his  children  learned 
How  to  hold  a  pencil 
Then  they  discovered  color 
From  there  they  painted  prodigal  settings 
And  wrote  poetic  literature 
God's  children  were  artists 
We  are  artists. 
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Live  by  This 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

I  took  my  watch  off  because 
Time  spent  and  time  wasted 
Are  one  in  the  same 
Why  bother  with  reading  into  it.  .  . 
I'll  get  there  when  I  get  there. 

All  the  dreams  my  sleep  can  create 
Are  metaphors  for  where  I'd  prefer  to  be 
Isn't  it  sad  to  know  that  half  our  life 

is  spent  unconscious 
And  vulnerable  to  other  elements  at  that? 

The  feet  that  land  me  in  circumstances 

Are  cut  off  to  the  knee  now 

Believe  it  when  I  admit 

Feet  have  very  unsure  purposes 

When  all  they  do  is  walk  into  bad  situations. 


White  Caps  All  Around 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

Sailors  only  weep  when  there's  no  sky 

worth  measuring 
This  buoy  is  bouncing  in  the  mean  sea 
Don't  cry  this  time,  my  captain 
I'm  afloat  for  your  weary  soul. 


Angel  and  Devil 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

Touched  by  a  feather 

Poked  by  a  pitchfork 

What's  worse?  Who's  on  the  other  end? 

I  don't  want  to  live  this  conforming  life 

I  don't  want  to  take  part 

in  this  sickening  game 
Where  I  am  the  loser  no  matter 

what  I  do  to  get  ahead 
I'm  only  fifteen  in  my  virtuosity 
How  old  are  you?  I  want  out 
Give  me  speed 

and  an  ocean  blue  convertible 
I  want  to  see  the  outside  of  the  earth 
I  lived  in  my  guts  for  too  long, 
Now  I  must  use  them  for  my  survival 
Dramamine  and  an  old  deck  of  playing  cards 
A  straw  hat  and  some  easy-strike  matches 
A  case  of  Pabst  Blue  Ribbon 

and  a  carton  of  Parliaments 
I  am  on  a  plane  to  easygoing  paradise 
I  am  throwing  up  Nevadan  highway  dust 
I  am  one  bare  leg  up  in  a  '72  Malibu 
Open  top,  empty  road,  marshmallow  clouds 

for  miles 
Bit  of  blue,  caps  of  Rockies  and  no  signs 

of  aging  in  humor 
Or  withering  of  spirits. 
We  have  all  been  here  before, 
We  all  think  we  knew  it  when  we  owned 

the  splices  of  happiness 
But  we  were  too  proud  to  say  it,  to  believe  it 
And  I  am  here  to  say  I  claim  my  own 
I  will  handle  it  with  kid-gloves  if  I  must. 
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He  Holds  My  Hand 
(This  Dream  I've  Had  Once) 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

Your  handgrip  is  so  tight  now 
Just  as  I  always  wanted  a  holding 

hand  to  be 
You  rescued  me  from  dangling  Mr.'s 
Who  couldn't  love  a  girl  like  me 
With  all  the  hands  in  the  world. 

You  run  with  me  to  the  train  station 
Never  letting  go  and  I'm  melting  my  way 
To  the  unused  hand  and  it  looks 

so  good  to  me 
Like  the  missing  sensation  I've  died  for 
Chipped  away  at  my  lonely  paws, 

oh  yes  you  did. 

Let  me  take  your  right  hand  in  my  left 
And  the  night  will  be  complete. 
How  did  you  know  I  was  running 

to  an  obscure  end? 
How  did  you  know  to  be  there  to  save 

my  cold  hands? 
This  may  be  love,  but  I'm  sure 

we're  just  friends. 


Going  Away 

Erica  Gallagher  (Alumni) 

Still  baby 

Still  crying  in  my  cupboard  closet 

Still  hunched  over  in  the  wooden  corner 


Still  hovered  over  a  dead  symbol 

of  independence 
And  I  still  miss  your  freshly  baked  roast 
I  miss  you  conducting  a  celebratory  toast 
I  have  gone,  but  I  have  looked  back 
And  that  is  what  stings  me  the  most 
I  want  to  ride  under  your  wings  for  awhile 
I  want  to  be  the  baby  behind  your  smile 
I  want  to  stay  in  this  youth 

and  ward  off  the  age 
That  comes  with  leaving  you, 

I  don't  want  to  go 
You  brought  me  here  now  you  want  me 

to  go.  .  .  away 
Do  you  think  I  can  take  it? 
Do  you  think  I  will  make  it? 
What  if  I  have  a  nightmare  out  there 
And  the  night  thunders  uncontrollably 
Who  will  be  there  to  hold  me? 
I  don't  want  to  go  away. 


. .  .Untitled. . . 

Jennifer  Gebhardt 

the  last  word 

the  first  word 

whatever 's  inbetween 

you 

me 
them 

us? 
maybe 
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never. 

placed  in  a  dark  corner 

crushed 

of  the  mind 

whatever's  in  between 

to  sit  and  brood  over 

i'd  like  to  interject 

but  inbetween 

years  later 

is  meaningless 

in  the 

it's 

asylum 

the  last  word 

the  first  word 

i  want 

Exaggerating 

dark 

Jennifer  Gebhardt 

Jennifer  Gebhardt 

Bits 

where  am  i 

And 

again 

Pieces 

stuck  in  this 

floating  among 

hole 

the  vast  resources 

idug, 

using  only 

everpresent 

my  ingenuity 

as  a 

unfond  memories 

spade 

unknown  uncontrolled 

inexplicable 
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Untitled 

Jennifer  Gebhardt 


Have  you  ever 

felt 

the  hands  of  reality 

tighten 

around  your  neck 

choking  out 

your  last  breath  of  life 

only  to  awaken 

and  discover 

that  the  owner 

of  the  hands 

was 

yourself? 

Have  you  ever  felt 

the  ropes 

tighten  around 

your  wrists 

tearing  into 

your  skin 

and  awaken 

to  find 

that  the  ropes 

were  merely 

wet  noodles? 

Have  you  ever 

felt 

the  plastic  bag 

come  down  over 

your  head 

blinding  you 

and  awaken 

to  find 

that  it  was  only 

your  ballcap 

falling  over 

your  eyes? 

Have  you  ever 

felt 


the  way  I  feel 

do  you  pretend 

to  care 

have  you  ever 

felt 

that  you've 

fallen 

and  can't 

get  up  again 

have  you  ever 

felt 

the  glare 

of  a  stranger 

on  the  back 

of  your  neck 

from  50  feet 

away 

have  you  ever 

felt 

the  need  to 

just  go 

out  and  play 

Have  you  ever 

felt  the  weight  of 

the  brick 

connected  to 

your  foot 

as  you're  thrown 

over  the  bridge 

to  a  watery  grave 

Have  you  ever 

felt 

that  you  were 

so  strong 

nothing  could 

stop  you 

or  even  slow 

you  down 

Have  you  ever 

felt 

Defeat. 
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Uncle  Rico 

Pam  Giorgis 

When  Uncle  Rico  smiled  at  you 
His  heart  showed  through  and  through 
And  when  he  spoke  to  only  you 
He  only  looked  at  you. 

His  actions  were  so  true  and  fast 
Seemed  never  to  be  still 
perpetual  motion,  constantly 
And  strong,  so  strong,  his  will. 

He  made  sure  everyone  was  happy 
And  waited  on  them  all 
During  family  reunions 
At  the  VFW  Hall. 

But  as  before,  it  happened 
I  looked  away  .  .  .  not  long 
Turned  back  and  in  that  moment 
My  dear  Uncle  was  gone. 

Dear  Uncle  Rico,  you  are  still  here 
Forever  in  my  heart 
Your  caring  ways,  your  smiling  eyes 
These  thoughts  will  never  part. 

My  memories  and  photos 
Will  always  bring  me  peace 
This  little  poem  is  just  for  you 
Written  with  love, 
Your  niece 


Her  Father's  Love 

Pam  Giorgis 

He  took  her  away. 

He  took  her  away. 

He  wiled  her,  beguiled  her 

And  took  her  away. 

My  daughter  ...  so  precious 
Her  world  in  such  strife, 
He  told  her  he'd  give  her 
A  new  lease  on  LIFE. 

He  took  her  away. 
He  took  her  away. 
He  promised  her  things 
And  took  her  away. 

I  begged  and  I  pleaded, 
But  she  would  not  hear. 
I  longed  to  be  with  her 
And  hold  her  so  near. 

He  took  her  away. 
He  took  her  away. 
He  told  her  abortion  was 
The  only  way. 

The  new  LIFE  within  her 
Was  ripped  and  was  torn. 
He  took  her  away. 
FOREVER  I  MOURN. 
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No  use  for  festering 

Wooing  a  wooden  statue 

in  romantic  manifestos 

Hero  Hartley 

Hero  Hartley 

Wooing 

If  she  was  ever  an  angel 

a  wooden  stachoo 

in  all 

{post 

her 

-coastal  party}. 

springtime  splendor, 

Left 

her 

on  a  "myfriend's  drove" 

Fall-fallacy     fell 

whim(per). 

short. 

— ultra- sudden  scenery  change 

The  extra  time  was  well  spent 

none  left  (regret) 

on 

-though, 

{en 

regressing  to  infantile  status 

vig} 

of  bring  back 

Orating  the  semantics 

my  coo(l)ing  calm. 

of 

my 

[rom] 

-Antic  schematics. 

Spending 

days (add+d 

love/hate 

days)    addictingmyself 

in  castled 

to 

and  all                         below; 

my  own 

=itarian     ga-ga  {-} 

1         i-'                                 4.              A.\- 

narrowed 

relative     trutns. 

While  she  stood  still, 

minded 

forever  glistening, 

remarx 

and  hardly  listening, 

(ist),    though 

I  left  an  open  mind 

for 

t. Poor  for  poor 

a 

rally  calls  and  buggy-bumper 

fortunate  scapegoat. 

stickers. 

Branding  a  future 

Gave  enroyaled  chuckles] 

anecdotal  carousel. 

plenty.  [ 

and  at  night, 

kings  make 

moonlit  palace  pees; 

drafted 

(by  the  same) 
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cool  wind's  Breeze 
that  froze 
a  mother's  son 
and  brought  her  to  her  knees. 

Kings  & 

Hero  Hartley 


Galileo 

Hero  Hartley 

In  the  midst 

of  all  the 

hub-hub,  there 

was 

a  star  spectator 

of  modest  means. 

Hellbent 

on 

uncovering  the 

heavens. 

He  sometimes  returned 

to  the  earthen  wasteland 

from  a 

constant  flux 
&  verse 

viS  of  incriminating  evidence. 
Atrial 

of  discovery 
that  left  him 

somewhere  between 
hidden  PrecEPTs  &  and  Lost  ConcEPTs. 
-tugging  at  the  moral  fibers 
to  uncover  the  secrets 
held  w/in 

the  unknown. 


Ode  to  Joe 

Chris  Helin 

Joe,  do  you  know 

how  much  you've  given  me 

throughout  the  years? 

You've  been  there  during  stressful  times, 

never  complaining  about  the  grueling 

abuse  I  subject  you  to. 

Through  all  the  ups  and  downs  of  life, 

You're  stable,  unchanging, 

Your  mere  presence  has  kept  me  from 

putting  my  foot  in  my  mouth. 

You've  been  there  when  I've  needed 

Sweetness  in  my  life. 

A  thousand  times  you've  reminded  me 

what  it  is  to  be  a  kid  ...  to  have  fun. 

Thanks,  Bazooka  Joe 

You'll  always  be  my  sweetest  love! 


Do  I  Love  You? 

Cheryl  Hiller 

You  ask  if  I  love  you,  what  can  I  say? 
Why  must  we  play 

these  never  ending  games? 
Perhaps  I  should  leave  love  questioned 
to  make  you  realize 
you  are  just  passing  by 
We  have  no  time  for  anger  an  no  need 

for  pain 
Just  see  what  comes  about 
and  how  much  love  you  gain 
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Ladies  Night  Out 

Cheryl  Hiller 

It's  about  that  time  again  to  do  some 
catching  up 

to  gossip, 

to  small  talk, 

about  life's  going-ons 
Sipping  bittersweet  cocktails 

with  a  sunken  cherry 
Stirring  our  sorrows  away 
Singing  our  fill  of  retro  tunes 
in  a  spotlight  of  desire 


I  remember  the  moment. . . 

Gina  Hughes 

I  remember  the  moment  you  found  me 
lost  and  yearning  for  love,  yet  scared  to  com- 
mit. 

I  remember  the  moment  you,  through 
your  love,  freed  me  from  the  emotionless  prison 
that  betrayal  and  lies  of  the  heart  had  impris- 
oned on  me. 

I  remember  the  moment  of  our  first  kiss. 
The  nervousness  of  letting  you  into  my  world 
and  not  looking  back. 

I  remember  the  moment  our  passion  ig- 
nited and  became  known  and  from  that  mo- 
ment on  our  souls,  hearts,  and  minds  became 
one. 


I  remember  the  moments  and  long  for 
more,  a  passage  of  eternity  with  you  by  my 
side. 


Electric  Army 

Bonnie  Kodrick 

They  stand  strong  and  tall  across  the  fields — 
arms  akimbo,  grasping  lines 

that  tie  the  world 
together  with  internets  and  conference  calls, 
feeding  the  lights  that  guide  us  along 

the  interstate  s — 
uniting  us  in  our  need  as  they  divide  us 
with  meters  to  record  our  lives. 
Some  lay  used  and  replaced  along 

less  traveled  roads, 
others  sing  obsolete  songs  along 

country  routes 
when  March  winds  strum  the  wires. 
Modern  skeletons  for  tomorrow's  cities 
reproducing  at  alarming  rates, 
gluttons  for  open  space, 
slaying  trees  and  crops. 
Poised  in  anticipation, 
hungry  for  life 
given  by  the  man 
who  turns  the  switch 
that  turns  the  wheel 
that  feeds  the  nuclear  hamster 
its  daily  fuel  rods. 
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Restoration 

Bonnie  Kodrick 

I  laugh  the  clutter  from  my  soul 

like  the  wind  that  blows  to  clear  the  field. 

I  chase  the  garbage  from  my  life 

into  someone  else's  yard. 

I  throw  care  away  as  I 

pause  to  giggle  through  a  tree  and 

tickle  birds  from  recycled  nests. 

I  litter  my  life  with  laughter  as 

I  restore  myself. 


Old  Child's  Reaction 

Bonnie  Kodrick 

I  am  going  to  take  my  Legos 

and  go  home. 

You  don't  play  fair. 

You  broke  the  rules, 

the  kindergarten  rules. 

You  tore  down  my  toy  bridges 

when  you  came  into  my  sandbox 

and  threw  sand  in  my  eyes. 

I  can't  see  my  way  now. 

Didn't  your  Mommie  teach  you 

to  be  kind? 

I  won't  play  anymore. 

I'm  leaving. 

And  all  I  wanted  was 

for  you  to  share 

your  Golden  Gates. 


Steeling  Thomas 

Bonnie  Kodrick 

Thomas  stood  staring  at  the  antique  woman, 
doubting  the  positive  response  she  had  given 
when  he  asked  permission  to  watch  cartoons 
on  the  wasted  television.  The  owner  of  the  crop- 
lands had  discarded  the  obsolete  black-and- 
white  set,  and  Thomas  had  lugged  the  trophy 
over  the  shortcut  pathway  to  the  tar-papered, 
three-room  house.  Natas  frequently  denied  his 
request  to  watch  the  programs,  referring  to  the 
animated  images  as  "gohoppers".  Short  bursts 
of  gun  fire  laughter  would  usually  accompany 
her  refusal  as  she  wallowed  in  the  delight  she 
derived  from  repeating  the  phrase.  Thomas  had 
grown  accustomed  to  Natas 's  noises  because 
she  would  often  get  caught  up  in  words  of  her 
own  invention,  spelling  them  out  loud  until  she 
was  satisfied  with  the  arrangements.  Thomas's 
family  called  Natas  "the  speller",  but  Thomas 
called  her  Maam. 

Sharecropper's  wages  had  been  used  to  pur- 
chase a  new  Robertshaw  cooking  stove.  The 
propane  gas  was  delivered  every  two  months 
by  a  lumbering  old  truck  which  drove  slowly 
over  the  dirt  roads.  Thomas  was  always  glad 
when  his  visit  coincided  with  the  delivery 
man's  arrival,  for  there  was  always  a  tale  of 
fish  or  foul  delivered  along  with  the  fuel.  The 
driver  would  heave  himself  down  from  the  cab, 
turning  quickly  like  one  of  Thomas's  spinning 
tops,  spitting  tobacco  juice  as  though  to  stop 
his  rotation,  the  man  would  smile  a  three- 
toothed  grin  at  Thomas  and  begin  the  day's  tale 
with,  "Fs  tor  ya  'bout  dat  bass,  did  I?" 
Thomas's  answer  was  always  the  same,  regard- 
less of  whether  or  not  he  had  heard  the  story. 
Sometimes  Natas  would  float  through  the  back 
yard,  pretending  not  to  notice  the  delivery  man 
as  she  spelled  her  words.  Only  the  torso  of  her 
bantam  body  was  visible  as  she  scurried 
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through  the  tall  Kentucky  fescue,  the  wind  tan- 
gling the  wispy  gray  hair  trailing  in  banners 
behind  her.  Disappearing  for  a  moment  to  re- 
trieve fruit  from  beneath  the  withering  persim- 
mon tree,  she  would  spring  abruptly  back  into 
view,  clutching  a  time-tired  apron  by  the  bot- 
tom corners  in  order  to  restrain  the  edible  pulpy 
masses  gathered  in  various  stages  of  decay.  As 
she  twisted  to  aim  herself  at  the  house,  she 
continued  to  ignore  the  presence  of  the  deliv- 
ery man — and  Thomas.  She  carted  her  bounty 
of  fruit  and  words  back  into  the  house,  paus- 
ing briefly  in  the  kitchen  to  check  the  pilot 
lights  on  the  stove.  She  was  vigilant  in  her  con- 
servation of  the  propane,  never  allowing  the 
pilot  light  to  remain  lit  and  turning  off  the  main 
valve  whenever  the  stove  was  not  being  used. 
Natas  didn't  spend  much  time  in  front  of  the 
stove,  often  walking  away  to  pick  berries  in- 
stead of  preparing  a  meal. 

She  favored  the  blackberries  which  grew 
along  the  bottom  lands,  and  the  locations  of 
the  best  briar  patches  were  instinctive  to  her. 
She  would  grab  her  little  metal  bucket  from 
the  nail-hook  on  the  back  porch,  tying  a  wea- 
rily worn  bonnet  into  a  bow  under  her  pointed 
chin  as  she  searched  for  her  shoes.  Rural  life 
had  taught  her  to  have  a  healthy  regard  for 
snakes.  She  knew  the  snakes  would  respond  to 
the  earth-thumps  as  she  came  toward  them,  but 
she  never  took  it  for  granted  that  they  would 
move  from  the  path  of  her  feet.  Indeed,  snakes 
seemed  to  prefer  the  briar  patches,  and  she 
never  shoved  her  arms  into  a  patch  unless  a 
thorough  inspection  of  the  branches  had  been 
made.  After  she  had  discovered  a  fat-eyed  berry 
bulging  from  the  vine,  she  would  brace  herself 
to  do  battle  with  the  briars.  Reaching  into  the 
patch,  the  vine  would  grab  her,  razoring  her 
arms  with  needle-like  thorns  as  it  held  the  berry 
captive  with  a  rope-stem  suspended  from  a 


hanging-tree  branch.  She  would  always  win  her 
solitary  struggle  with  the  vines,  but  she 
emerged  with  many  battlescars. 

These  disfigured  hands  taught  Thomas  to 
milk  the  cows  while  perched  on  old,  upturned 
buckets.  His  small  hands  would  tire  quickly 
while  squeezing  a  docile  old  cow's  teat,  at- 
tempting to  manipulate  the  milkprize  out  of  the 
opening  by  pianoing  the  pressure  down  its 
length.  A  few  times,  a  cow's  tail  would  catch 
Thomas  off-guard,  delivering  a  startling  cut- 
ting whip  across  his  forehead.  An  adeptness  at 
dodging  the  kicking  legs  was  also  necessary. 
Having  received  a  few  well-placed  hooves, 
Thomas  learned  to  anticipate  a  kick  by  moni- 
toring the  restlessness  which  the  old  cow  would 
begin  to  display. 

Natas  would  squat  for  hours,  weeding  a  gar- 
den patch  or  plucking  the  feathers  from  a 
scalded  chicken.  She  had  probably  slaughtered 
the  chicken,  grasping  its  head  in  her  fist  and 
swinging  the  body  in  mad  circles  until  the 
chicken  surrendered  its  head  to  her.  She  would 
laugh  at  the  headless  chicken  doing  its  post- 
mortem dance  on  the  large  flat  rocks  which 
formed  the  stepping  stones  between  the  out- 
buildings and  the  house.  As  the  chicken  gave 
its  final  kick,  she  would  grab  the  feet,  captur- 
ing the  body  for  sacrifice.  She  would  dunk  the 
body  at  least  two  times  into  the  water  that 
boiled  in  a  kettle  suspended  by  a  chain  from  a 
helter-skelter  metal  tripod.  She  would  blanch 
the  skin  of  the  chicken  only  long  enough  to 
guarantee  that  the  carcass  would  release  the 
feathers.  The  odor  of  death,  blood,  and  wet 
feathers  seemed  to  fill  the  air  for  hours,  prompt- 
ing Thomas's  quick  retreat. 

Natas  always  boiled  the  chicken,  adding 
dumplings  to  the  brew.  The  dumplings  would 
bob  to  the  surface  like  flooded  caskets.  The 
steam  would  settle  like  heaven-fog  around  the 
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table  where  she  laid  the  offering  before  Tho- 
mas. It  was  pale  and  lumpy,  smelling  of  flesh 
and  flour.  Liquid  bubbles  gathered  to  fill  the 
emptiness  around  the  edges.  Black  tracings 
from  forkjabs  patterned  the  plates  as  the  legacy 
disappeared. 

The  dishes  were  washed  in  lukewarm  wa- 
ter, leaving  coatings  that  kept  the  shine  from 
appearing.  The  water  in  an  old  metal  dishpan 
was  renewed  from  a  teakettle  which  forever 
stood  on  top  of  the  heat-source  stove.  A  quick 
drowning  led  to  upside-down  positions  which 
drained  the  past  from  the  plates.  The  colorless 
cabinet  opened  its  door-arms  to  hide  the  for- 
gotten platters,  stacked  like  slabs  on  cold,  bar- 
ren shelves. 

The  weeds  refused  to  grow  in  the  dirt  that 
surrounded  the  front  doorstep.  The  dog  would 
lie  in  the  cooling  dirt,  companioned  by  a  few 
egglaying  hens.  An  occasional  shifting  in  po- 
sition sent  trails  of  dust  through  the  screen  door 
to  settle  on  the  red  chair  worn  weary  with  coats 
of  paint  and  fingernail  scratches.  A  straw  broom 
hid  behind  the  door,  waiting  to  scatter  the  lives 
just  outside  its  reach.  Natas  would  grab  the 
broom,  muttering  as  she  swung  into  the  beings' 
peace. 

She  stopped  breathing  last  year. 


Predator 

David  McCord 

Along  the  bottom  it  will  creep 
A  dark  predator  of  the  deep 
Its  only  job  is  to  feed 
But  this  can  be  a  nasty  deed 

It  smells  blood  from  miles  away 

The  source  of  this  blood  will  be  its  prey 

So  it  jets  away  like  a  bat  from  hell 

To  find  the  place  where  its  prey  does  dwell 

It  spots  its  prey  through  its  lifeless  eyes 
This  prey  is  soon  to  die 
Its  teeth  go  to  work:  ripping  and  grinding 
The  remains  of  its  prey 
are  not  worth  finding 

Another  sea  creature  has  fallen  prey 

It  was  not  possible  to  get  away 

The  predator  does  not  feel  guilt  or  remorse 

for  it  is  following  its  destiny  -  nature's  course 

It  swims  away  with  a  flip  of  its  fin 

In  its  struggle  of  life  there  is  one  more  win 

If  you  confront  this  predator, 

your  future  is  dark 
Because  no  one  can  escape  the  killer  shark 
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Domesticated 

I  Believe 

David  McCord 

David  McCord 

We  took  the  animals  who 

I  believe  that  men  do  not 

were  wild  and  free 

have  to  fight  in  wars, 

And  made  them  the  pets 

Where  innocent  men  die 

of  our  humanity 

As  the  rocket  soars. 

We  use  some  to  do  work 

I  believe  that  all  people  can  live 

and  some  as  our  food; 

together  in  peace, 

We  use  them  as  house  pets 

And  all  of  the  fighting  and  racism 

or  anything  else  that  we  could. 

could  forever  cease. 

They  spend  their  lives  as  slaves 

I  believe  society  does  not 

to  our  loyalty 

have  to  be  so  corrupt, 

After  all,  this  is  what  we 

Where  a  man's  death  can 

have  bred  them  to  be. 

be  violent  and  abrupt. 

We  do  not  think  of  them 

I  believe  man  does  not 

as  what  was  once  free; 

have  to  destroy  the  sea 

We  have  bred  out  of  them 

Where  great  sea  creatures 

each  wild  quality. 

are  innocent  and  free 

If  we  were  to  return 

I  believe  man  does  not 

them  to  the  wild  now, 

have  to  destroy  the  land, 

They  would  die;  to  survive, 

where  animals  fall  victim 

they  wouldn't  know  how. 

to  the  human  hand. 

This  vulnerability 

I  believe  it  is  a  shame  today 

is  what  we  must  see 

that  if  I  went  to  someone  to  say 

Before  we  can  raise  a 

Everything  that  I  believe 

pet  responsibly. 

I  would  be  considered  naive. 
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Growing  Things 

Julie  McNeil 

"What  are  you  thinking  about?"  Liz's  mother 
regarded  her  with  raised  eyebrows.  A  mile 
away  across  the  fields  Liz's  grandmother's 
house  leaned  a  bit  to  the  north.  The  few  re- 
maining windows  on  the  east  side  of  the  house 
reflected  the  morning  sun. 

"I  was  thinking  about  you,  growing  up  in 
that  old  farm  house  in  the  middle  of  fields," 
Liz  said,  making  her  voice  light.  "The  house 
seems  to  be  floating  on  a  sea  of  corn.  Did  it 
seem  like  that  to  you  when  you  lived  there?" 

Her  mother  nodded  and  rolled  her  eyes. 
"Yes,  it  never  was  much  of  a  house,  and  your 
grandfather  didn't  want  to  put  any  money  into 
anything  that  didn't  make  money.  We  didn't 
have  running  water  for  a  long  time;  mother  had 
to  carry  pails  of  water  in  from  the  well — " 

"Yes,  I  remember."  She  didn't  like  to  think 
about  her  grandmother  carrying  a  heavy  pail, 
the  water,  icy  in  winter,  splashing  on  her  shoes 
as  she  walked  up  the  stone  walk  from  the  pump. 

"During  the  Depression  most  people  were 
lucky  just  to  hold  onto  their  homes.  Grandpa 
held  the  farm  together  somehow,  but  many 
farmers  weren't  so  fortunate." 

"Yes,  I  know.  He  was  a  good  businessman." 

"That's  right." 

Liz's  grandfather,  who  had  died  when  she 
was  in  high  school,  had  prided  himself  on  own- 
ing some  of  the  best  tillable  land  in  Knox 
County.  The  house  that  her  grandmother  had 
tended  and  raised  her  family  in  had  never  held 
much  interest  for  her  grandfather,  whose  pas- 
sion was  for  land  and  crops  and  livestock.  The 
old  house  had  been  empty  for  years,  and  over 
time  appeared  to  be  shrinking  or  gradually  sink- 
ing into  the  earth.  Liz  imagined  that  the  house 
was  a  ship,  disappearing  beneath  green  waves. 

"I'm  not  sure  what  we'll  find  here,"  her 


mother  said  as  she  pulled  the  car  up  into  the 
tall  grass  in  front  of  the  house.  "It's  been  six 
months  since  I've  been  inside." 

"Do  you  want  to  go  in  first,  to  have  a  minute 
to  yourself  inside  the  house?" 

"No.  You  come  with  me."  Liz  got  out  of  the 
car  and  followed  her  mother  up  the  stone  walk, 
parting  the  tall  grass  as  she  passed.  "Remem- 
ber how  much  you  girls  liked  to  play  under 
that  catalpa  tree?"  her  mother  continued. 

"Yes.  We  had  fun  here,"  Liz  answered. 

The  prolific  catalpa  tree  was  now  just  a 
stump,  and  the  irises  that  used  to  grow  by  the 
fence  had  disappeared  in  the  tall  grass  and 
weeds.  Beside  the  irises  a  rock,  large  enough 
for  children  to  use  as  a  table,  had  nestled  among 
the  flowers.  Liz  saw  that  it  was  still  there, 
mostly  hidden  by  grass.  Liz  and  her  sister  used 
to  sit  on  either  side  of  the  rock  and  have  tea 
parties,  serving  each  other  catalpa  pods  and 
pine  cones. 

Liz's  mother  was  ahead  of  her  on  the  steps. 
"We'll  see  if  this  works,"  she  said,  holding  a 
rusted  skeleton  key.  The  key  rattled  in  the  lock 
and  her  mother  opened  the  door  with  a  shove. 
Bits  of  debris  drifted  down  from  above  them 
as  they  stepped  gingerly  over  the  threshold. 

The  house  smelled  of  mildew  and  mice.  Liz 
walked  slowly  behind  her  mother  through  the 
living  room  and  into  the  heart  of  the  house,  the 
kitchen.  Liz's  father  farmed  the  land  surround- 
ing the  abandoned  house  and  periodically  at- 
tempted to  rid  the  place  of  vermin,  especially 
the  raccoons  that  destroy  everything.  But  his 
efforts  had  failed,  and  the  animals  had  flour- 
ished in  the  old  house  for  years.  Evidence  of 
their  presence  was  everywhere.  In  the  pantry, 
where  she  used  to  dry  dishes  for  Grandma,  the 
raccoons  had  torn  two  round  holes  in  the  wall. 
They  looked  like  portholes  there  between  the 
sink  and  the  cupboards,  revealing  boards  and 
planks  and  tufts  of  insulation.  The  portholes 
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opened  into  a  thoroughfare  for  the  raccoons, 
connecting  the  upstairs  bedrooms  to  the 
kitchen.  The  raccoons  had  left  bits  of  fur  be- 
hind the  nails  and  beneath  splinters  of  wood. 

Liz  turned  from  the  pantry  and  walked 
slowly  through  the  tiny  kitchen.  Its  cheap  green 
linoleum  had  curled  away  from  the  walls,  like 
a  magic  carpet  trying  to  unfurl  and  lift  itself  up 
out  of  this  dingy  farm  house.  If  it  had  been  a 
magic  carpet,  grandma  would  have  ridden  it 
far  away,  she  thought.  But  the  cracking  floor 
was  held  down  by  everything  opposed  to 
magic. 

In  the  living  room,  the  pale  green  wall  pa- 
per hung  down  in  wide  graceful  strips,  form- 
ing a  low  canopy  for  the  creatures  who  fre- 
quented the  path  along  the  floor  next  to  the  wall. 
Her  grandfather's  chair,  in  the  corner  by  the 
old  radio,  remained  intact.  He  used  to  sit  deep 
in  the  rusty  brown  cushion,  and  stare  straight 
ahead  as  he  listened  to  the  daily  market  reports. 
After  the  market  reports,  Grandpa  would  sit 
reading  the  paper  until  Grandma  announced 
that  dinner  was  on  the  table.  He  seldom  had  to 
wait  long,  but  the  slightest  delay  annoyed  him. 
She  remembered  how  the  newspaper  would 
rattle  loudly;  and  Grandpa  would  call  out  to 
the  kitchen,  "Is  it  ready?" 

"Are  you  okay?"  Liz  asked  her  mother. 

"Yes.  It  is  sad,  though,  to  have  to  see  the 
house  like  this.  I'm  glad  Mother  isn't  here  to 
see  it.  It  would  break  her  heart." 

"What  will  you  do  with  all  of  this  stuff?  And 
the  house?" 

"Tear  it  down,  I  suppose.  And  burn  what's 
here." 

"And  farm  this  spot?" 

"Yes." 

"So  it  really  will  be  swallowed  by  the  corn." 

"What?" 

"I  always  had  the  feeling  that  the  fields 


would  take  over  the  house  and  yard  and  just 
wipe  everything  out,  and  now  that's  exactly 
what's  going  to  happen." 

"Well,  I  suppose  so.  There's  nothing  else  to 
do  with  the  land.  Unless  you  want  to  build  a 
house  on  this  lot." 

"Mom,  you  know  I  can't  do  that." 

"Then  the  lot  with  the  house  and  barns  will 
have  to  be  cleared.  We  can't  make  a  profit  from 
an  empty  house." 

Then  they  turned  toward  the  door  and  qui- 
etly went  out  into  the  sunlight. 


Love  From  A  Thousand  Miles  Away 

Evonne  Myers 

Whether  we  are  five  feet  apart  or  a  thou- 
sand miles  away,  I  still  love  you  just  the  same 

each  and  every  day.As  we  both  grow  older 
and  begin  to  spread  our  wings,  we  both  will 
experience  a  lot  of  things. 

The  only  way  we  can  overcome  our  prob- 
lems is  if  we  talk  our  problems  out. 

If  we  don't  communicate  in  our  relationship, 
we  will  always  have  doubts. 

We  both  should  be  able  to  talk  and  make 
our  problems  right,  because  if  we  don't,  then 
we  will  continue  to  fight. 

A  relationship  consists  of  being  dedicated, 
honest,  and  loyal. 

And  since  I  love  you  so  much,  I'm  willing 
to  treat  you  royal. 
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I  have  never  met  a  man  who  could  respect 

Closer  to  Home 

my  body  and  my  mind. 

Matt  Packard 

All  other  men  were  egotistic  and  blind. 

They  were  selfish  and  weak  and  tried  to  treat 

I  told  her  she  was  a  star 

me  bad. 

But  now  that  I'm  with  you,  now  they  real- 

A star  in  the  sense  that 

ize  what  they  once  had. 

She  lights  up  the  sky  that  is  my  heart, 

You  are  someone  who  I  can  tell  my  inner 

my  passion,  my  life 

thoughts  to. 

She  twinkles  and  shines  and 

You  are  someone  who  can  make  anything 

Does  all  the  things  a  star  does 

that's  old  appear  new. 

But,  every  star  takes  that 

That's  why  I  love  you  and  am  here  to  stay, 

eventual  steep  plunge. 

whether  we  are  five  feet  apart  or  a  thousand 

Crashing  into  the  Earth  that  is 

miles  away. 

My  trust,  my  love,  my  pride, 

And  creating  a  hole  that  cannot  be 

Filled  by  family,  friends,  or  recreation, 

I  told  her  she  was  a  star 

In  the  sense  that 

It  means  everything  to  touch  her, 

She  plays  the  lead  role  in  movies, 

On  Raising  Children 

novels  and  plays 

Clara  0  'Neal 

Composed  in  the  workshop  that  is 

My  heart,  my  mind,  my  soul 

No  other  job  is  more  rewarding 

But,  every  star  fades  from  the  limelight 

As  raising  children,  I  declare. 

And  grows  tired  of  the  attention, 

From  diapers  to  the  day  they  marry; 

Longing  to  be  human  again. 

A  priceless  time,  none  can  compare. 

There  are  thousands  of  stars  in  the  sky, 

They  grow  so  fast, 

None  of  which  I  have  the  strength  to  re< 

Before  you  know,  they've  grown.  .  . 

There  are  thousands  of  stars  on  Earth, 

You  ask  yourself  in  disbelief, 

None  of  which  I  have  the  fortune 

"Just  where  has  this  time  flown?" 

Of  running  into  on  the  street. 

Don't  blink  too  much 

I've  stopped  searching  for  stars, 

Or  you're  to  miss 

I've  begun  to  wait. 

The  greatest  of  life's  pleasures. 

To  wait  for  something  a  little  more  real 

For  children  grow  up  far  too  quick 

Something  like  a  butterfly, 

These  moments  are  to  treasure. 

Something  that  floats  by  you, 

Catches  your  eye 

Warms  your  heart 
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And  stimulates  your  imagination. 

Life  in  the  Jungle 

Something  that  prefers  life 

Matt  Packard 

to  movies,  novels,  and  plays. 

Something  that  is  a  little  closer  to  home. 

Junkies  on  the  prowl, 

With  a  tiger's  growl, 

Someday, 

In  search  of  that  much  needed  blow. 

I'll  tell  someone  that  she  is  a  butterfly, 

Butterflies  are  forever. 

Bums  on  the  walk, 

Prey  for  the  death  hawk, 

Trapped,  with  no  place  to  go. 

Horrors  on  the  hunt, 

With  a  seductive  grunt, 

Reaching  an  all  time  new  low. 

Cops  on  the  beat, 

Try,Try  Again 

One  predator  caught  is  not  a  feat, 

Matt  Packard 

How  to  stop  crime,  they  don't  even  kn 

I  tried  to  talk  it  out  with  you- 

Kids  on  the  street, 

It  was  like  an  illiterate  man 

The  wild  side's  fresh  meat, 

Writing  a  letter  to  his  blind  friend. 

Society  gets  scared  as  they  grow. 

I  tried  to  kiss  you- 

Dealers  from  the  hood, 

It  was  like  trying  to  put  a  stamp 

Dealing  slow  death  that  feels  good, 

on  an  envelope 

Sentencing  their  customers  to  death  ro 

Without  licking  it  first. 

Life  in  the  jungle  is  a  constant  threat, 

I  tried  to  hurt  you,  just  to  be 

The  destiny  of  society  is  set, 

in  your  life  again- 

What  it  is,  we  are  afraid  to  know. 

I  was  just  throwing  hollow  stones  through 

The  windows  of  an  abandoned  house 

In  a  ghost  town. 

I  tried  to  forget  you- 

It  was  like  trying  to 

Forget  you. 
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Didn't  Ask/Didn't  Offer 

If  She  Says  (A  Country  Song) 

Matt  Packard 

Matt  Packard 

I  caught  her  hurried  glance  just  before  she 

We  found  paradise  in  each  other 

Shifted  her  attention  to  some  place  attention 

But  paradise  rarely  lasts 

Wasn't  supposed  to  be. 

The  praises  we  once  sang 

It  was  evident  that  she  had  caught  me 

Now  lay  handcuffed  to  the  past 

Red  handed,  and  red  faced 

She  often  said  she  loved  me 

On  previous  occasions. 

Before  our  love  went  under 

When  our  screaming  glimpses  finally  ensued 

Now  as  she  finds  her  life  again 

Oral  exchanges, 

I  can't  help  but  wonder 

Some  force  without  a  name  or 

accurate  description 

(Chorus) 

Closed  the  gate  on  a  river  of  thoughts 

When  she  sees  her  friends  tomorrow 

flowing  from  my  heart. 

Will  she  be  scarred  with  sorrow 

Her  eyes  made  it  all  too  apparent 

Or  will  she  recall  our  love  and  just  deny 

that  her  gate 

Will  the  love  that  was  so  real 

Was  not  one  to  open  without  prompting. 

Become  just  no  big  deal 

Yes,  it  was  my  responsibility 

It  she  says  she  never  loved  me, 

to  make  the  move, 

would  it  be  a  lie? 

As  they  say. 

But,  fear  and  doubt  introduced  the  excuse 

I'd  like  to  think  she  meant 

That  it's  the  90's,  damn  it. 

Every  word  she  said 

I  am  no  man,  in  that  way. 

But  it  seems  "Caught  in  the  Moment" 

My  inferiority  issue  resembles  nothing 

Describes  her  love  instead 

Of  a  man. 

I  planted  a  seed  inside  myself 

Needless  to  say,  she  joined  a  less  than 

And  waited  for  love  to  grow 

Exclusive  club,  compiled  of  members  that 

But  the  seed  decided  I'd  become 

Shared  this  adolescent  and 

Someone  she  used  to  know. 

awkward  situation, 

This  familiar  situation  in  which 

(Chorus) 

I  didn't  ask 

When  she  sees  her  friends  tomorrow 

And  she  didn't  offer. 

Will  she  be  scarred  with  sorrow 

Or  will  she  recall  our  love  and  just  deny 

Will  the  love  that  was  so  real 

Become  just  no  big  deal 

It  she  says  she  never  loved  me, 

would  it  be  a  lie? 
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Could  she  just  dismiss  the  past 
And  all  my  loving  ways 
Could  she  look  away  and  tell  herself 
That  I  was  just  a  phase? 

(Chorus) 

When  she  sees  her  friends  tomorrow 
Will  she  be  scarred  with  sorrow 
Or  will  she  recall  our  love  and  just  deny 
Will  the  love  that  was  so  real 
Become  just  no  big  deal 
It  she  says  she  never  loved  me, 
would  it  be  a  lie? 


"Madonna" 

Matt  Packard 

Sometimes  I  use  famous  names  as  titles, 

Just  to  attract  attention. 

I've  got  so  much  spare  time, 

I've  become  jealous  enough  to  put  time 

and  effort 
Into  wasting  your  time. 
Thank  you  for  your  time. 

"Elvis" 
Anonymous 

It  didn't  work  this  time,  did  it? 


Masterpiece 

Matt  Packard 

Gentle  strokes  of  brilliance  collide 

on  the  left. 
Pointilism  couldn't  do  justice 

to  the  detailed  beauty 
Of  hair  flowing  as  if  it's  just  another  day. 
Eyes  standout  and  command  attention 
A  mass  of  black  (interrupted  by  brief  flashes 

of  excitement) 
Provides  a  suitably  humble  backdrop 
White  meets  white  near  the  center 

of  the  canvas 
As  powdered  pink  crashes 

into  a  soft,  red  somewhere 
Near  the  top. 
The  eccentricity  that  I  can't  put  down 

finally  takes  a  back  seat. 
This  checked  orange  decoration  to  the  right 
Unleashes  a  barrage  of  pines  and 

light  reds,  too  powerful 
To  remain  canceled. 
Four  sparkling  spheres  remain  locked 

upon  each  other 
In  groups  of  two  as  explosions 

of  enchanting  yellows 
And  purples  wait  impatiently  for  their  cue, 

so  that 
They  can  accent  the  backdrop  appropriately. 
The  dominating  black  only 

serves  as  a  contract 
To  the  overwhelming  glow  of  two  shadows 
Becoming  one 
In  a  masterpiece. 
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When  I  Wear  My  Suit 

Matt  Packard 

What  a  great  life! 

Bookended  by  tears. 

You  come  in  naked 

You  leave  in  a  nice  suit. 

You  get  help,  you  help. 

You  get  hurt,  you  hurt. 

It's  a  game  for  everyone,  ages  one  and  up. 

But, 

You  get  to  make  your  own  rules. 

To  win:  Acquire  love 

To  win:  Serve  Jesus  Christ 

To  win:  Build  atomic  weapons 

It's  up  to  you! 
If  you're  not  winning  -  change  the  game. 
Fuck  it!  It's  your  life,  isn't  it? 
It's  your  game,  right? 
I  play  the  game  for  me, 
Though  my  game  benefits  others. 
When  I  win,  everyone  wins. 
Because,  the  only  way  I  can  win 
Is  for  everyone  to  win. 
I  don't  plan  to  change  the  rules. 
I  hope  that  when  I  wear  my  suit, 
I  am  a  winner. 


"Storefront  Church" 

Tammy  Raynor 

Thank  you,  Jesus.  Thank  you,  Jesus.  Sister 
Purvis  swayed  from  left  to  right  and  waved  her 
ample  arms  upward.  Brother  Nobles  scooted 
to  and  from  on  both  feet  and  stomped  loudly 


with  a  black  leather  bible  in  his  hand,  it's  red 
satin  ribbon  precisely  marking  the  first  book 
of  Revelations.  The  haggardly  congregation 
chanted  inaudible  tones  as  a  neon  sign  in  the 
shape  of  a  cross  splashed  Jesus  Saves  in  mo- 
mentary hues  of  pinkish  red  thru  the  frosted 
storefront  window. 

On  each  side  of  the  narrow  aisle  uneven  rows 
of  metal  folding  chairs  sat  limply  on  the  rough 
planked  floors. 

A  large  woman  in  a  floral  print  dress  plucked 
furiously  at  the  yellowing  keys  of  an  upright 
piano. 

From  behind  the  wooden  pulpit  an  old  time 
preacher  man  beckons  lost  souls  to  the  shal- 
low altar  of  redemption. 

With  every  eye  closed  and  every  head 
bowed,  coins  can  be  heard  clanking  in  a  straw 
basket  that  floats  above  the  greased  and  gray- 
ing heads  of  God's  people  in  their  ritual  of  of- 
fering meager  tithes. 

Hallelujah!  Praise  the  Lord!  Amen! 


Untitled 

Amy  Riley 

It  looks  like  you're  leaving. 
I  hope  you're  deceiving 
Or  I  will  be  grieving. 
Oh,  what  am  I  to  do? 
There's  no  use  pretending 
Our  love  isn't  ending. 
Isn't  it  worth  defending? 
What's  the  right  thing  to  do? 
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Why  I  Smoke:  An  Essay 

Amy  Riley 

"Why  do  you  gotta  do  that?"  asks  a  com- 
plete stranger,  as  I  light  a  cigarette,  waiting  for 
the  train  to  arrive.  This  scenario  is  repeated  at 
least  once  a  week;  no  sooner  do  I  light  up,  than 
some  saintly  altruist  braves  the  dangers  of  sec- 
ond-hand smoke  to  inform  me  that  I  may  be 
causing  harm  to  myself  and  others.  The  easi- 
est solution  to  the  query,  "Why  do  you  smoke?" 
is  that  smoking  prevents  me  from  killing  people 
who  ask  questions  like  that,  but  there  are  re- 
ally many  reasons  why  I  smoke,  though  per- 
haps none  so  compelling  as  murder  prevention. 

My  mother  has  smoked  cigarettes  my  entire 
life.  She  claims  that  she  didn't  smoke  while 
pregnant  with  me,  but  I  have  my  suspicions. 
My  father  smoked  cigars  from  before  I  was 
born  until  I  was  about  nineteen  years  old.  I  also 
have  a  brother,  thirteen  years  my  senior,  who 
almost  certainly  hasn't  smoked  my  entire  life, 
but  has  smoked  for  as  long  as  I  can  remember. 
Growing  up  in  a  house  with  a  50%  smoking 
population  has  probably  had  a  large  influence 
on  my  decision  to  smoke,  utilizing  the  ratio- 
nalization of,  "Well,  they  all  smoke  and  none 
of  them  are  dead,  so  it  must  be  OK  for  me  to 
smoke,  too." 

I  smoked  my  first  cigarette  somewhere 
around  the  age  of  eight.  My  best  friend  lived 
right  across  the  street,  and  his  mother  always 
kept  a  carton  of  Newport  Lights  in  the  pantry. 
About  twice  a  week,  we  would  sneak  in,  swipe 
a  pack,  and  ride  our  bikes  to  the  cornfields 
down  the  street  where  we  could  secretly  smoke 
at  our  leisure.  We  smoked  because  it  was  cool, 
because  the  big  kids  who  hung  around  the 
street-corners  of  our  neighborhood  smoked.  I 
have  an  image  of  my  friend's  mom  walking 
into  the  pantry,  noticing  that  there  seems  to  be 


a  pack  or  two  missing,  and  thinking  that  she 
smokes  too  much  and  is  going  to  have  to  cut 
down. 

Of  course,  winter  inevitably  came,  making 
bicycles  and  cornfields  unfeasible,  so  we  quit. 
My  next  smoking  experience  came  about  eight 
years  later,  when  I  was  a  junior  in  high  school. 
The  latter  two  years  of  high  school  opened  up 
a  world  of  social  possibilities:  I  had  become 
cool  enough  that  college  students  would  actu- 
ally speak  to  me,  and  most  to  those  college  stu- 
dents smoked.  How  could  I  make  the  social 
faux  pas  of  refusing  a  cigarette  offered  to  me 
by  a  nineteen  year  old?  I  didn't,  and  I  began  to 
smoke  socially  on  the  weekends,  maybe  fin- 
ishing a  pack  a  week. 

This  continued  until  I  went  away  for  my 
freshman  year  of  college.  During  my  first  week 
at  U  of  I,  I  caught  a  particularly  nasty  sinus 
infection  which  made  breathing  regular  air 
unpleasant  and  smoking  impossible,  so  I  quit 
again.  About  a  year  later,  when  I  seemed  to 
change  my  major  to  applied  alcoholism,  smok- 
ing became  an  integral  part  of  the  party  lifestyle 
I  chose  to  lead.  This  time  it  was  for  good;  I 
began  smoking  full-time  and  got  up  to  about 
three  packs  a  day  at  one  point.  Then  the  uni- 
versity politely  asked  me  to  leave,  and  I  em- 
barked on  a  series  of  full-time  jobs  which  all 
allowed  unlimited  smoking  opportunities. 

During  my  twenty-second  year,  I  dealt  with 
two  of  the  most  difficult  experiences  of  my  life; 
my  father  died  and  I  quit  smoking.  Though  my 
father  died  of  cancer,  it  was  unrelated  to  smok- 
ing. Still,  having  a  close  family  member  die  of 
an  illness  related  to  the  one  that  will  almost 
surely  claim  me  someday  was  a  strong  incen- 
tive. The  final  decision  was  made  after  I  vis- 
ited my  doctor  for  a  pulled  hamstring.  He  heard 
me  cough  and  asked  if  I  smoked.  I  told  him  I 
did;  he  told  me  to  quit,  and  I  said,  "OK."  I  quit 
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smoking  cold  turkey  and  didn't  smoke  for 
about  a  year  and  a  half. 

It  was  a  miserable  eighteen  months,  watch- 
ing my  mom  and  brother  continue  to  smoke.  I 
withdrew  socially  because  I  knew  if  I  went  out 
for  drinks  with  my  friends  (who  all  smoke)  that 
I  wouldn't  be  able  to  control  myself.  The  physi- 
cal withdrawal  to  nicotine  only  lasted  about  a 
week,  but  the  psychological  addiction  will  re- 
main for  the  rest  of  my  life.  That  psychologi- 
cal urge  to  smoke  became  too  strong,  and  I  re- 
turned to  my  smoking  ways. 

I  have  now  been  an  ex-non-smoker  for  about 
ten  months.  The  real  reason  that  I  began  to 
smoke  again  was  that  psychological  need  to 
do  so,  but  I  have  a  fabulous  collection  of  ex- 
cuses for  why  I  smoke.  Working  fulltime  and 
going  to  college  full-time  contribute  to  a  huge 
amount  of  stress,  and  smoking  seems  to  relieve 
it  to  some  extent.  I  think  I  might  also  smoke 
out  of  spite.  Even  when  I  wasn't  smoking,  I 
detested  holier-than-thou  nonsmokers  who 
would  complain  endlessly  about  those  around 
them  smoking,  even  if  they  were  in  a  crowded 
pool-hall  or  nightclub.  I  did  not  want  to  turn 
into  one  of  those  people.  Also,  using  a  simple 
equation,  I  deduced  that:  a)  Smoking  annoys 
them;  b)  They  annoy  me;  and  therefore,  c)  I 
should  smoke  in  retaliation.  A  final  excuse  for 
why  I  smoke  might  be  that  I'm  just  too  cool 
not  to. 

To  all  you  reading  this  who  smoke,  you  can 
stop  reading  now.  Relax.  Go  have  a  smoke. 
Enjoy!  The  rest  of  this  essay  is  addressed  to 
the  nonsmokers.  I  consider  myself  to  be  a  po- 
lite smoker:  I  only  smoke  within  designated 
smoking  areas  of  any  public  place  that  I  visit; 
if  I  notice  a  pregnant  woman,  small  children, 
or  people  using  an  oxygen  tank  near  where  I'm 
smoking,  I'll  stop;  I  never  drop  cigarette  butts 
on  the  ground  and  leave  them  there,  or  throw 


them  out  my  car  window.  In  return  for  these 
courtesies  that  I  extend  to  non-smokers,  I  ex- 
pect some  to  be  extended  to  me  and  to  all  po- 
lite smokers.  When  you  pass  us  by,  while  we 
are  in  a  designated  smoking  area,  don't  give 
us  dirty  looks  or  begin  coughing  melodramati- 
cally. Also,  don't  worry  about  telling  us  that 
smoking  is  bad  for  us.  We  already  know.  It's 
written  right  there  on  the  packs.  A  comedian, 
Bill  Hicks  (who  died  of  smoking-related  pan- 
creatic cancer),  once  said,  "Listen,  we'll  smoke, 
we'll  get  the  tumors  and  we'll  die.  Deal?" 


Dark  Blue  Carpeting 

Amy  Riley 

I  walk  along  these  hollow  halls 
And  watch  for  where  my  shadow  falls. 
It  falls  not  on  the  floors  or  walls, 
But  on  top  of  shadows  gone  before. 

Substance  sneers  on  this  sad  place. 

My  shadow  frowns,  in  any  case, 

Ignores  a  smile  on  any  face, 

Though  few  choose  to  smile  here  anymore. 

The  darkness  left  as  I  pass  by 
Has  gone  unseen  by  any  eye. 
Shadows  absorbed,  in  time  will  dye 
The  carpet  covering  this  floor. 

The  carpet,  once  the  brightest  blue, 
Has  taken  on  the  darkest  hue, 
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Stained  by  shadows  of  thousands  who 
Have  passed  in  and  out  of  this  door. 

The  shadows  they  have  left  behind, 
And  wait  for  one  like  me  to  find 
Their  secrets  here,  but  I  don't  mind 
Because  I've  added  to  their  store. 


You  Stupid  Kid 

Amy  Riley 

Now,  listen  here,  you  stupid  kid, 
Do  you  really  think  I  care  about  your  angst? 
Well,  I've  got  plenty  of  problems  of  my  own, 
But,  unfortunately,  one  of  my  problems 
Is  not  having  time  to  dwell  on  them. 
I  go  on  living  life, 

doing  what  I've  got  to  do, 
While  you  wallow  in  self-pity. 
God,  it's  so  fashionable. 
But  I've  never  been  in  style. 
They  say  red  will  be  a  hot  color  this  spring. 
How  appropriate  that  you've  just  slit 

your  wrists. 
God,  I  wish  I  was  like  you, 
So  hip, 
And  cool, 
And  dead, 
You  stupid  kid. 


Morning  Train 

Amy  Riley 

Fifty-some  people  on  the  platform, 

Five-forty  A.M. 

Undrunk  coffee,  unread  newspapers, 

Barely  noticed  sunrise 

By  barely  opened  eyes. 

Climbing  aboard, 

Ignoring  too-cheerful  conductor, 

Choosing  seat  that  will  discourage 

Interaction  with  fellow  passengers. 

Oily  temple  skin 

Adds  to  window  stains  from  other  temples. 

Afraid  to  sleep, 

Must  glare  at  those  who  board  later 

And  try  to  sit  too  close. 

Watching  the  diminishing  mists 

That  hang  over  marshes  near  the  tracks. 

Opened  book  on  lap  goes  unread. 

urban  sprawl  begins. 

Mists  and  marshes  replaced 

By  haze  and  housing  projects. 

Train  now  too  fast 

To  see  much  from  windows, 

I  open  my  book  and  fall  asleep. 


Evening  Train 

Amy  Riley 

People  rushing  to  their  trains, 

Four-fifteen  P.M. 

White  collars  with  briefcases 
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Blue  collars  with  beer. 

Southbound  train, 

Seat  chosen  on  east  side, 

Setting  sun  burns  on  west  side. 

Scene  outside  window 
Begins  to  slide  backward. 
Children  too  small 
Playing  too  close  to  tracks. 
Thousands  of  tires 
Abandoned  in  piles. 

Want  to  sleep,  but  can't 

For  fear  my  stop  will  come  and  go, 

Want  to  escape 

From  gossiping  secretaries, 

But  fear  they'll  invade  my  dreams. 

Train  slows,  approaching  station, 

Lemmings  crowd  near  doors. 

Impatient,  waiting  for  train  to  pass, 

To  climb  into  cars, 

Go  to  bed, 

And  jump  off  the  cliff 

Again  tomorrow. 


Untitled 

Cheryl  Schmitz 

Be  still  for  a  time.  .  . 
let  thoughts  wander. 
Feel  for  the  right  path; 
what  does  it  take  to  find  it? 
Look  inside.  .  . 
there  is  reason  and  purpose 


for  just  being. 

Seek  life.  .  . 

it  is  a  kaleidoscope. 

Each  piece,  a  colored  jewel 

in  the  mosaic  movement  of  reality. 

Fit  in.  .  . 

as  was  meant  to  be. 

Strive  to  fulfill  spaces 

yet  to  be  connected. 


Walking  Along  the  Beach 

Ann  Sluis  (Alumni) 

I  walked  along  the  beach, 
The  sands  were  soft  like  silk. 
The  warm  grains  sunk  under  my  feet 
As  the  water  rose  over  my  toes 

and  back  to  the  sea 
As  the  waves  were  rolling  in. 
The  salty  breeze  blew  off  the  ocean, 
Throwing  my  hair  into  my  face 
As  I  continually  pushed  it  from  my  eyes. 
The  sun  was  sweet 

like  a  freshly  picked  peach, 
Brimming  over  with  its  summer  ripe  juices. 
It  shined  on  me  and  cast  my  shadow 

behind  me. 
And  I  continued  walking  down  the  beach. 
Only  one  part  remained 

with  every  stride  I  made: 
My  footprints. 

I  hope  someone  in  love  will  follow 
The  footprints  in  the  sand  before  the  waves 
Wash  them  away. 
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Forever  Frightening 

Ann  Sluis  (Alumni) 

I  walk;  a  shadow  follows 

Through  an  alley; 

I'm  the  prey. 

Something  touched  me: 

I  look  to  see  - 

Empty  spaces, 

I'm  alone. 

I  hear  my  name 

Or  maybe  the  wind. 

I  call  the  spirits  - 

Silence. 

I  turn  around, 

See  a  stranger, 

That  I've  known 

All  my  life. 

I  know  him 

But  I  don't. 

I  am  frightened  of 

The  future, 

And  of  the  road  that  lies  ahead. 

Too  scared  of 

This  commitment  and  how 

I  must  reply. 

A  turmoil  within  me. 

A  battle  of  logic  and  heart; 

One  will  win  the  other  over, 

With  simple  words, 

Just  two; 

I  looked  into  his  shining  eyes, 

And  then  I  said, 

"I  do." 


Left  Behind 

Ann  Sluis  (Alumni) 

Seems  like  this  love  is  my  damnation, 

No  hope  to  escape  or  salvation; 

Could  I  comprehend 

Or  even  intend, 

That  this  be  beyond  my  imagination? 

Don't  tell  me  you  think  that  he  likes  me, 

I  know  that  could  never  be; 

And  instead  of  regret 

I'd  just  rather  forget, 

So,  don't  say  you  see  something  I  don't  see. 

I  find  it's  too  hard  to  let  go, 

Of  someone  I  barely  know; 

How  much  more  can  I  take 

Of  nights  awake, 

Because  I  feel  I  need  him  so. 

When  I  see  him  my  heart  beats 

like  a  thunder  crash, 
But  he  treats  me  like  a  lousy  piece  of  trash; 
I  long  for  his  love 
It  is  all  I  think  of, 
As  my  dreams  of  him  burn  to  ash. 
I  can't  believe  how  I  felt  before, 
Rejected  again;  I  came  back  for  more; 
What  could  I  do? 
My  feelings  were  true ! 
As  I  prepare  to  walk  out  the  door. 
I'm  sick  of  childish  games, 
And  hope  to  forget  all  my  pains; 
Then  maybe  I'll  see 
That  he's  not  for  me, 
As  this  poem  burns  in  the  flames. 
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Lunar  Millennium 

or 

When  Ants  Cry  Uncle  at  Night 

John  Stobart 
(Faculty) 

Panty-pink  was  the  sunset,  the  putrid  nite- 
skie  dotted  with  gouges  and  nipples  of 
chthonian  cirrus  clouds,  like  clumps  of  frozen- 
damp  steel  wool.  All  was  awash  in  a  saffron- 
tinted  sepia  pall. 

Though  it  was  the  night  to  worship  the 
moons,  none  of  the  nine  had  risen.  Their  beams 
had  metamorphosed  to  beaded  strings  of  pol- 
len, which  had  permeated  the  ionosphere  in  a 
protective  mantle  which  repelled  the  sun's  more 
deadly  rays  and  permitted  the  small  bands  of 
Earthlings  remaining  to  rest  safely  while  await- 
ing the  promised  Second  Coming. 

Hydrangela  was  blooming  that  night.  At  last! 
She  has  lost  count  of  the  times  she  had  felt  the 
Earth  move  since  the  first  detonation.  Her  lush 
lactations  had  lured  legions  of  lovers,  mostly 
Blacks  but  also  several  Soldiers,  a  platoon  of 
Reds,  and  one  stray  Fire. 

Such  ecstasy  seemed  impossible  to  this 
night-bloomer.  Her  first  orgasms  in  millennia, 
these  were  probably  her  only  and  her  last  due 
to  the  deadly  rays  which  had  opened  the 
pharaoh's  tomb  and  exposed  her  vital  dor- 
mancy some  ten  thousand  years  after  she  had 
been  entombed. 

Ozymandius  would  have  been  appalled  to 
find  that  only  she  of  all  his  wonders  had  sur- 
vived the  entombment  and  now  the  Arcturan 
conquest  of  Earth,  though  Shelley  and 
Bradbury  wouldn't  have  been  shocked.  Her 
progeny  could  now  thrive  due  to  the  lack  of 
competition  from  those  crude  sun- worshipping 
photosynthetics  who  had  been  chlorophylled 
into  elephantine  proportions,  grass  engulfing 


the  Sears  Tower  in  one  day,  the  rainforests 
grown  indescribably  gross  in  hours  until  all  this 
vegetation  died  of  inertia  and  implosions  of 
dehydration,  much  like  the  earlier  deaths  of 
animal  and  mineral  life  forms. 

Hydrangela  thought  she  would  be  forever 
grateful  to  the  factories  that  produced  zillions 
of  fluorocarbons  and  DDT's  in  their  capitalis- 
tic frenzies  for  profits  that  ultimately  destroyed 
the  ozone  layers.  Then  the  silly  plants  just 
O.D.ed  in  their  lust  and  supersaturated  them- 
selves in  profits,  raising  a  new  shield  in  twenty- 
four  hours  and  crystallizing  like  silica,  leaving 
the  divine  Hydrangela  with  just  the  right  com- 
post in  the  moonglow  for  her  glorious  rut  -  the 
beginning  of  her  reign  for  the  next  millennia, 
she  thought. 

For  six  nights  and  fifty-four  lunar  interludes 
she  had  spread  her  seed.  Now,  she  could  ex- 
pire, knowing  it  was  a  good  night  to  die  be- 
cause she  would  become  legend.  She  had  cast 
her  image  magnificently  on  the  world  and  per- 
formed bountifully  the  divine  act  of  propaga- 
tion to  which  all  else  was  insubordinate.  Now 
she  could  rest,  knowing  she  was  the  archetype 
of  the  future.  She  had  faith  the  moons  would 
complete  her  fate. 

Little  could  she  have  guessed  that  her  fu- 
ture was  nil.  That  last  love,  the  Fire  Ant,  was  a 
scout,  not  an  Earthling.  His  signal  had  been 
telepathed  hours  before.  Hordes  of  Reds  were 
now  cannibalizing  her  eggs,  who  after  all  were 
a  threat  to  the  superior  species,  the  Reds  and 
Fires,  who  must  destroy  succulents  to  prevail. 

"Antennae-power"  they  telepathed  silently 
as  they  scoured  the  desert  for  the  last  traces  of 
vegetation,  solar  or  lunar,  land,  sky,  or  ocean. 
The  Soldiers  alone  were  less  than  ecstatic  at 
their  victory.  They  mourned  Hydrangela's  pass- 
ing, thinking,  "Ahiyes,  she  could  be  horrid,  but 
when  she  was  nice,  she  was  so. . ."  During  this 
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ellipsis,  their  last  memory  cells  were  blasted 
to  smithereens,  but  soon  Earth  was  again  se- 
rene and  returned  to  its  normal  diurnal  white. 
The  Fire  Ants  were  assured  ultimate  su- 
premacy now  that  the  last  vestige  of  vegeta- 
tion died  with  Hydrangela  and  her  babies.  Reds, 
Blacks,  and  Soldiers  could  no  longer  survive. 
Only  Fires  anticipated  Arcturan  colonization. 


A  Biblical  Play  on  Birds  and  Bards 

Summer,  1998,  JJC  Garden 

John  Stobart 

(Faculty) 

Smaller  and  more  drab  than  that  famously 
significant  sparrow,  the  diminutive  wren  belts 
out  show-stopper  summer  tunes  while  strutting 
and  preening  his  fifteen  seconds  on  the  stage, 
which  is  maybe  the  universe  in  microcosm,  but 
definitely  his  backyard  only  until  the  fall. 


God  in  My  Pocket 

Alicia  Tooley 

When  I  was  young  they  said 

"He's  everywhere" 
But  I  couldn't  find  Him,  He  just  wasn't  there 
They  said  "He  watches  over  me" 


But  I  had  no  belief  in  what  I  couldn't  see. 
"He's  in  your  pocket  day  to  day' 
"He  watches  over  you 

when  you're  out  to  play" 
But  where  I  couldn't  see  a  thing 
Was  He  there  and  invisible 
or  was  He  just  hiding 
And  as  the  years  flowed  by 
And  filled  up  with  regrets 
The  little  man  in  my  pocket 
Was  lost 
Under  cigarettes. 


Beauty  of  the  Night 

Alicia  Tooley 

I  stare  out  into  the  night  over 
the  water.  I  think  of  jumping 
in  and  then  pause.  I  would 
break  the  beauty  of  it's  stillness. 
So  instead  I  let  it  breathe  in. 
my  soul  and  just  sit  back.  I 
inhale  it  with  my  cigarette 
smoke  and  find  my  peace  under 
the  stars.  Enamored  with  the 
darkness  and  the  delicate 
nothing.  Then  stand  up  exhale 
and  walk  away  to  reality.  For 
the  peace  I  found  tonight  shall 
never  be  found  again.  For  it's 
broken  by  the  morning  sun,  and 
stolen  away  by  the  light 
of  another  day. 


47 


WORDEATER  -  103 


Hands 

Teri  Danai  Vrakas 

When  your  rough  fingers  touch  my  face 
Their  genius  is  revealed  to  me 

Your  untrimmed  nails  prove 

the  seduction 
Your  hands  quietly  present 

I  see  all  the  girls  you  have  loved 
In  the  wrinkles  of  your  knuckles 

How  the  same  unchangeable  fingerprints 
Have  stroked  greater  beauties 

But  now  they're  touching  me 
And  every  other  woman  that  is  touched 

Shall  be  sickened  by  your  fingers 
For  none  other  than  my  skin 

Can  feel  the  depth 

of  your  identifying  prints 
And  they  will  know 
And  she  will  cry 

For  she  can  never  love  you 
Even  half  as  much  as  I. 


A  Bit  of  Whine 

Teri  Danai  Vrakas 

The  puzzle  piece  without  a  puzzle 

I  simply  do  not  fit 

I  fell  out  of  a  scarlet  sky 

The  only  tiny  bit 

That  didn't,  somehow,  float  back  up 

to  the  heavens 
To  join  the  rest  of  the  stars 
But  lumped  upon  the  cobblestone 
And  was  smashed  by  all  the  cars 


The  Dream 

Claudia  Wilson 

The  dream  began  pleasantly;  she  floated 
over  a  sun-dappled  landscape  dotted  with  trees. 
It  felt  like  it  was  late  spring,  possibly  early  sum- 
mer. At  first  she  thought  perhaps  she  was  a  bird, 
but  she  couldn't  fly  where  she  willed,  only  let 
herself  be  pushed  by  the  wind.  The  movement 
called  to  mind  the  lazy,  puffy  clouds  that  she 
loved  to  watch.  Since  she  could  not  see  or  feel 
her  body  but  was  surrounded  by  a  fine,  white 
mist,  she  decided  that  she  must  be  a  cloud,  and 
she  wondered  briefly  who  might  be  watching 
below  and  what  shape  she  took  in  the  sky. 

There  was  a  darkness  behind  her,  far  in  the 
distance  yet  slowly  encroaching  on  the  peace- 
ful land  below  her.  The  wind,  gentle  until  now, 
began  to  pick  up,  and,  as  it  gained  speed  and 
strength,  other  clouds  moved  toward  her,  comb- 
ing into  a  larger  cloud.  The  darkness  behind 
was  closer  now  and  approached  more  quickly, 
almost  chasing  her,  it  seemed.  She  felt  herself 
grow  heavy  with  moisture  as  more  and  more 
clouds  joined  into  one,  and  she  felt  the  rain- 
drops begin  to  fall  from  her.  Finally  the  dark- 
ness was  upon  her,  and,  with  it,  a  blanket  of 
cold  that  pressed  upon  her  back. 

The  landscape  below  was  no  longer  idyllic. 
The  wind  ripped  the  branches  off  trees;  the 
heavy  raindrops  battered  the  small  plants.  Her 
human  thoughts  had  been  fading  away  all  the 
while,  replaced  by  a  wildness  that  the  still-ra- 
tional part  of  her  mind  couldn't  identify.  When 
the  cold  tried  to  force  its  way  downward,  her 
last  scrap  of  rationality  tried  to  resist,  fearing 
the  outcome,  but  the  new,  wild  part  of  her  was 
too  strong  and  gave  in  to  the  cold  pressure. 
Suddenly  she  was  completely  free,  and  she 
danced  wildly,  all  humanity  forgotten.  She 
leaped  and  whirled  at  an  exhilarating,  almost 
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frightening  speed,  and  she  failed  to  see  the  de- 
struction left  behind  when  she  chanced  to  touch 
the  ground. 


The  sirens  woke  her  just  before  her  mother 
flew  into  the  room,  almost  hysterical.  "Get  into 
the  basement!"  she  gasped,  dragging  the  cov- 
ers off  the  bed.  "There's  a  tornado  coming  right 
down  our  street!  Hurry!" 

Forgetting  the  dream  after  her  abrupt  awak- 
ening, she  wondered  why  her  mother's  almost 
irrational  fear  of  storms  didn't  take  hold  of  her, 
too,  as  it  usually  did,  while  she  made  her  way 
to  the  basement.  Along  the  way  she  paused  at 
a  window  just  long  enough  to  see  the  tornado 
pick  up  a  neighbor's  car  and  drop  it  on  another's 
roof.  She  remembered  her  dream  then,  and, 
though  she  was  sad  for  her  neighbor's  losses, 
she  knew  the  tornado  was  not  sinister  or  evil, 
just  too  caught  up  in  the  dance. 


Unraveling 

Claudia  Wilson 

The  knots  and  loops  of  the  tangled  thread 

Disguise  the  hues  that  emerges 

As  the  thread  is  unraveled. 

I  am  tempted  sometimes  to  cut  it, 

To  end  the  tedium  of  the  work, 

But  the  glimpses  of  the  colors  within 

The  tangle  incite  my  curiosity. 

The  shades  and  hues  vary  infinitely; 

Dark  and  bright,  like  the  unknown 

Sorrows  and  joys  of  my  life. 

My  need  to  see  in  what  order  they  lay 

Is  stronger  than  my  frustration 

In  the  work  ahead. 


The  Survival  of  Grief  in  the  Air 

Bill  Yarrow 
(Faculty) 


above  the  cemetery 
above  the  moon 
above  all  moons 
above  this  death 


a  white  moon 
a  less  visible 
invisible  death 


less 
the  abstract  agony 

the  cold  clear  pain 
the  survival  of  grief  in  the  air 


Calendar 

Bill  Yarrow 
(Faculty) 

October  first:  The  leaves  in  a  constant 
state  of  falling.  One  leaf  is  dead. 
I  saw  it  crumble. 

November:  The  darkness  evokes  your  face. 
In  the  car,  leaving  the  cancer  hospital. 
The  sun  raining. 

December:  I  am  falling  down  an  empty  hill 
over  trees,  over  rocks,  head  over  hell 
over  men. 

May:  The  tree  of  life,  a  sapling 

with  four  leaves. 
Don't!  My  pregnant  wife  scold  me 
for  picking  off  its  bark. 
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Deft  but  Daffy  Definitions 

Ted  Thompson 
(Faculty) 


1 


Poetry  is  a  pinnacle  performance  of 
Palmy  prose  positioned  on  the 
Page  with  panache  as  a 
Passable  palliative  to 
Papal  parlando  pronouncements  of 
Paisley  paradise. 


Novels  are  nifty  necromantic  narratives  which 

Negotiate  between  nice 

Normal  nuptials  with  narcotic  nostrums  and 


Nights  of  noisy  naked  nymphets 
Neutering  naive  Nirvana-seeking  nitwits 
Nabbed  in  the 
Neon  nets  of  nihilism. 


Short  stories  are  spare 

but  shimmery  scenarios  of 
Sires,  siblings,  simpering  sycophants  and 
Sinuous  sirens  slinking  through 
Stuffy  salons  or 
Squalid  saloons  in 
Soporific  sketches  of 
Salubrious  satiric  sensitivity  or 
Sudden  spinning  satori. 


Drama  is  deception  through  dialog,  a 
Declasse  depiction  of 
Debonair  but  dastardly  dudes 
Debauching  delectable  damsels  while 
Decorously  defending  degradation  as  a 
Dada  demonstration  of  the 
Delusional  demise  of  democracy,  a 
Deluxe  doxology  to 
Decollete  dementia. 


Essays  are  elaborate  eclectic  elocutions 
Elegantly  edited  to 
Enshrine  enthymemes,  to 
Esteem  euphemism,  to 
Efficiently  educe  everyday 

edification,  but  to 
Eschew  the  ebullient  ejaculatory  ecstasy  of 
Exalted  evangelical  excrement. 


50 


WORDEATER  -  103 

Wordeater  103  Student  Jury: 

Jeff  Adams 
Nicolle  Byrnside 

Jeff  Hicks 

Nancy  Lockhart 

Francine  Tolf 

Awards 
Prose  ($5.00) 

Ken  Biggs 

Sally  Biggs 

Erica  Dawn  Bloom 

Hero  Hartley 

Julie  McNeil 

Amy  Riley 

Poetry  ($5.00) 

Melinda  Cardona 

Hero  Hartley 

Bonnie  Kodrick 

Julie  McNeil 

Tammy  Raynor 

Amy  Riley 

Cover  Design  ($20.00) 

Michael  Fletcher 

John  Stobart  is  solely  responsible  for  the  awards. 

Manuscript  and  cover  designs  must  be  submitted  to: 

John  Stobart,  Room  C-1069 

by 

February  10, 1999  -  Wordeater  105 
April  21, 1999  -  Wordeater  106 

Cover  Designs  submitted  must  be  one  inch  margins  all  around. 

Emphasize  lines.  Use  india  ink. 

This  issue  contains  selections  from  students,  faculty,  alumni  and  friends  of  Joliet  Junior 

College.  Only  current  students  are  eligible  for  awards.  Awards  are  not  made  to  "anonymous  " 

or  pen  name  writers.  Sign  each  page  submitted  and  include  your  student  identification  number. 

51 


